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By Daniel Bandera

And I cried—*1t was surely October
On this very night of last year
T hat I journeyed—1 journeyed down here—
T hat I brought a dread burden down here—
On this night of all nights in the year,
Oh, what demon has tempted me here?
Well 1 know, now, this dim lake of Auber—
T his misty mid region of Weir—
Well 1 know, now, this dank tarn of Auber—
I n the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.”

Said we, then—the two, then—"ANh, can it
Have been that the woodlandish ghouls—
T he pitiful, the merciful ghouls—
T obar up our way and to ban it
From the secret that lies in these wolds—
From the thing that lies hidden in these wolds—
Had drawn up the spectre of a planet
From the limbo of lunary souls—
T his sinfully scintillant planet
From the Hell of the planetary souls?”

—Edgar Allen Poe

To . Ulalume: A Ballad
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The first step towards vice is to shroud innocent actions in mystery,
and whoever likes to conceal something sooner or later has reason to
conceal it. - Jean-Jacques Rousseau

Secrets by their very nature are an effectual contrivance of horror.
Ever since Horace Walpole first penned The Castle of Otranto, the
secret has been a cornerstone of the Gothic genre that has grown into
the horror literature we know and love today. Secrets can be
extremely dangerous, whether they remain hidden or are
inopportunely revealed. It should be no surprise that the Demiplane
of Dread is a land of many secrets.

The Kargatane are pleased to present the third annual Ravenloft
Netbook, The Book of Secrets. Herein lie the secrets of many talented
Ravenloft® and Masque of the Red Death® fans. We have dutifully
collected their secrets for several months, and now choose to reveal
them to you on this darkest of nights.

In the pages that follow, you will find many secrets of the Demiplane
of Dread and Gothic Earth revealed. Now you must ask yourself, “are
these secrets | keep, or secrets | reveal?” If you are truly fortunate, the

Dark Powers and the Red Death will not take notice of your choice...

Joe Bardales
Kargatane
October 31, 1999
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rnst Turagdon withdrew the red-hot
knitting needle from the birdcage,
dropping it into a glass of water to sizzle.
Eventually his uncomprehending eyes rose
to meet the gaze of the two men standing
in the doorway of his cramped room.

“Wha—,"” he chirped, his unnatural voice cracking.
Ernst cleared histhroat and tried again.

“What exactly do you mean, ‘Y ou killed the
burgomeister’ 7’

“| take exception to that accusation,” shot back one
of the standing pair, fending off the comment with an
upraised finger. Holder Crosspen was a thin man, with
prematurely gray hair. His eyes were hidden behind
glasses with lenses tinted so darkly asto be opaque. “We
did not kill the burgomeister.”

“Yes, quiteright,” agreed his shirtless companion,
Mynilar Sannom, idly scratching at his pierced navel.
“We merely allowed himto die. That’s quite different,
you know.”

Ernst sat back in his chair, lightly rubbing his left
temple. Like hisroom, Ernst kept himself impeccably
tidy. “But you did say heis now lying in four pieces on
our carpet. What did he die from? Melancholy?’

Holder coughed. “Hetouched the Third Red Book in
AideFive” Asthisexplanation was offered, Mynilar
flicked athumb across his own throat to illustrate.

“Mmm, yes, yes. And you both watched this
happen?’ The two men half-shrugged. Ernst stood up,
took afew stepstoward hisvisitors, and turned to face
Holder. “Might | ask why you did nothing to prevent
this?’

Holder fidgeted with his glasses. “I wasin the back,
reorganizing the cookbooks. By thetime | saw him, his
hand was already on the book’s spine. What was|
supposed to do? Scream, ‘Don’t tug on that tome, it’sthe
trigger to alethal deathtrap? Would have raised afew
odd questions, don’t you think?’

Ernst stared dully at Holder’ s face for afew seconds,
then abruptly spun to address Mynilar. “You were
supposed to be manning the front desk, were you not?
That'sin full view of Aisle Five. What kept you quiet?’

Mynilar puffed out his pasty, tattooed chest. “If you
must know, | was working on a new poem. When
complete, anyone who hears the verse read aloud will be
instantly stricken dead.”

Ernst raised an eyebrow. “Does this poem have a
title?’ he asked, honestly curious.

Mynilar grinned. “I call it, ‘ Ode to the Moss-
Encrusted Thing in a Bottle That | Believe to Have Once
BeenaCat.””

Ernst mused. “It'sagood start,” he concluded.
“Well,” he sighed amoment later, “let’s go have alook at
this disaster.” Mynilar stepped aside to let Ernst pass, but
Holder snagged his sleeve, halting him.

“Hold on amoment,” Holder said, hisvoice
betraying rising concern. With his free hand he pointed
back at the birdcage on Ernst’s desk. “Pardon me for
asking, but is that my pet budgie in that cage?’

Ernst glanced back at the tiny creature flailing about
behind the bars. “Yes, | believe so.” Heturned to leave
again, but Holder tugged him back.

“What are you doing to my budgie?’ Holder asked.

“I’"m torturing it to death,” Ernst answered
nonchalantly. “A better theoretical grasp of pain
thresholds will greatly improve resultsin my future
interrogations.” Ernst shrugged loose of Holder’ s slack
grip and slipped out into the hall. Mynilar followed with
aconciliatory shrug of his own.

“But, but,” stammered Holder, his mouth agape.
“Why experiment on my budgie?’

Ernst’ s answer echoed back from the hall. “Because
your pigeons only lasted an hour.”

Ernst followed the shadowy hallway out onto the
creaking balcony overlooking the main room of the
Vallaki Bookshop. Dust danced in the air, captured in
cold sunbeams piercing the two-story room through a pair
of tall windowsin the western wall. Stuffed heads from a
dozen species of local wildlife starred down from niches
near the high ceiling, peeking out through the thick
wooden beams supporting the oddly angled roof.

Ernst placed his hands on the heavy, baroque banister
and peered down at the room below. The large chamber
was divided into aisles by several rows of bookcases,
each teeming with obscure tomes. More worm-eaten
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books were stacked around the edges of the chamber,
almost obscuring several pale and ghastly portraits of pale
and ghastly people.

Ernst sighed a bit as he looked down at Aisle Fivein
particular. “Oh, ye gods,” he murmured. “I can see the
blood from here.”

Swallowing any further signs of annoyance, Ernst
walked down the steps, followed by Holder and Mynilar.
They stopped at the end of Aisle Five and stared dully at
the crimson mess that dripped within.

“At least the trap caught him cleanly,” offered Holder
as conciliation.

“Yes, right at the neck and knees,” aided Mynilar.
“Very tidy.”

Ernst held his tongue as he approached the body.
After examining the pieces of the burgomeister for a
moment, his eye fell upon the Third Red Book, jutting out
from the shelf. Extending afinger, he daintily pressed the
book back into place. With aclick, the two scything
blades stretched across the aisle slid back into their
concealed slots within the thick shelves.

Holder and Mynilar slipped up behind him. “Look,”
suggested Mynilar, “We have nothing to worry about.
Holder can just animate the corpse and send it on its
merry way!”

Ernst gave the other two a suspicious look. “Really?
Even with his head off?’

“Oh, yes, of course!” Holder blustered. “Here, sit
him up and help me stick his bits back on.”

The three men pulled the headless corpse upright,
leaning its back against the blood-spattered bookcase.
While Ernst cautiously balanced the burgomeister’ s head
upon its severed neck, Holder and Mynilar knelt to align
the corpse’ s shins with its knees. Soon enough, the three
men stepped back to examine their handiwork. After a
minute, Ernst glanced impatiently at Holder.

“Oh, right,” Holder sputtered, crouching before the
precariously balanced corpse. Holder removed his tinted
glasses, revealing eerie, inhuman eyes. He thrust his hand
just above the slain man’ s face.

“Arise, dead one, | demand of thee! | call upon my
dark gift! | grant thee the life that comes after death!
Arise, and obey me!”

A chill passed through the withesses. After a
moment, the corpse’ s glassy eyes blinked open. Mynilar
and Holder sighed with relief. Holder stared into the
zombi€'s eyes, pointing at one of the dead man’s boots.

“Wiggle your toes, minion,” Holder ordered, his
voice thick with menace. Still moving only its eyes, the
zombie looked down at its feet. Soon enough, the
indicated boot began to weakly flex.

“Voilal” exclaimed Holder, jumping to his feet.
“Mind you, he's just a mindless undead puppet chained to
my will, but we can work around that.”

“Mmm, yes, yes,” intoned Ernst, unconvinced. He
knelt down at the dead man’s side. “You there,” he
barked. “Burgomeister! Look mein the eye.”

The zombie twisted its neck to look at Ernst—and its
neck kept on twisting, until the unanchored head lost its
balance, tumbling free of its perch and rolling halfway
down the aisle.

Mynilar covered his eyes. Holder sucked in his
breath. Ernst shook his head. “Thissimply won't do.”

“What izzn’t going to do?’ asked a hissing voice
from above. The three men scurried to the end of the
aide to greet the newcomer as he sauntered down the
stairs from the balcony. The man was completely
swallowed by a heavy black cloak, its cowl pulled up to
conceal the wearer’sface. Only hisunnaturally pale
hands were visible; one held a feather duster.

“Where have you been, Jaerdaph?’ asked Holder.

“Why?" The cloaked newcomer studied the faces of
his three compatriots. “Whatever’ zz gone wrong, it’' zz
nothing to do with me. I've been up in the attic all day,
duzzting the cobwebzz out of Ryven's room.”

Mynilar barked with laughter. “Oh, isn’t that nice!
Did Ryven ask you to do that? Feeling chatty, was he?’

Jaerdaph’s pale lipstwisted into afrown. “Azz a
matter of fact, hewazz.” Hethrust the feather duster at
Mynilar angrily. “Y ou know, you might want to
conzzider that maybe it' zz that attitude of yourzz that
keepzz Ryven from warming up to you.”

Mynilar grunted, crossing hisarms. “Ryven
wouldn’'t ‘warm up’ if | burned him at the stake.”

“All right, that’s quite enough of that,” interrupted
Ernst, stepping between the irate men. Ernst turned to the
spidery figure still standing at the foot of the stairs.
“Well,” explained Erngt, “it appears that these two evil
geniuses have killed the burgomeister in our shop.”

“That is completely unfair!” screamed Holder.

“Quite right,” consoled Ernst. “1 do apologize.
Jaerdaph, | should have said that these two chose to sit
and watch as one of our deathtraps sliced the
burgomeister into various cuts of meat.”

Jaerdaph shrugged, a scowl barely visible within the
his cowl. “So what’ zz the problem?’ he hissed.

“The problem, my dear, isthat it iscurrently . . .”
Ernst craned his neck to look back at the hanging clock
ticking near the door into the cellars. At that very
moment the clock chimed, and a stuffed crow’s head
extended from the clock’ s face twice in rapid succession,
cawing each time.

“...two o'clock,” Ernst concluded. “That meanswe
have less than four hours before the sun sets. Do
remember that thisis Barovia. |f our beloved
burgomeister is not hale, hearty and at home before
sunset, his wife will—quite rightfully—conclude that
something horrible has happened to him.”
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Jaerdaph scowled a bit more. “1 zztill don't zzee the
problem. Once it getzz dark, we can go over to the
burgomei zzter’ zz manor and kill hizz wife. I'll do it
myzzelf. Problem zzolved.”

“Not quite,” echoed avoice from alarge grate in the
floor near the front doors, flanked by the front desk and
the stuffed body of arearing creature dubiously labeled as
abear. Thefour men turned to watch as a spindly arm
pushed the grate open from below.

The creature that emerged from the crawlspace
beneath the shop floor resembled a scarecrow, its
withered flesh stretched tight across its bones.

“1 would recommend against eliminating the
burgomeister’ swife,” advised the creature. Itsvoice
reverberated strangely. “She has two brothers, currently
serving in the Barovian militia occupying Teufeldorf in
the former Gundarak. Although the woman has been
estranged from her siblings for years, her death would
assuredly prompt in them athirst for vengeance.”

“Good gracious,” sputtered Holder, staring at the
creature’' s bony frame. “William, when' s the last time
you ate anything?’

“—So0 to speak,” added Ernst.

The withered creature’ s hand unconsciously rose to
touch the dagger nestled just under itsarm. The hand
bore a black ring with dull red runes, matching the
dagger’s hilt. Ashand touched dagger, the runes on both
ring and hilt flashed bright crimson.

“1’ve been too busy to sustain myself. Need | remind
you all that our annual report has to be completed by
midnight tonight?’

Ernst raised an eyebrow. “Mmm, yes, yes. And how
is the report coming?’

William glared back at Ernst. “It'samost done. 1I'm
till applying the gold leaf to afew illuminations.”

“Excuse me,” interrupted Mynilar, holding up his
hand. “But exactly why are you putting gold leaf on a
blasted espionage report? We're spies, not monks! We
aren't being graded on penmanship here!”

“And for that matter,” interjected Jaerdaph, “why
doezz it have to be done by midnight tonight?’

William glared hatefully at the two men. “It hasto
be done by midnight tonight, because that is when the
messenger from Necropolisis due.”

“Yes, yes,” Mynilar spat back, “but the messenger
never comes, does he? That precious report is going to sit
on ashelf in the cellar, gathering dust next to last year’'s
report, and the report from the year before that. The
messenger isn't coming! He'll never come! Don't any of
you get it? We' ve been abandoned in this backwater
hell!”

William violently snatched his dagger from its hilt
and drove its blade deeply into the floor. “And that,”
William hissed, recovering his composure, “is why the
annual report has to be so extravagant. So that when the

Kargat do examine our work, they will be so impressed
that they will beg usto come home.”

“Excuse me!” Ernst waved for attention. “If | might
bring this delightful patter back around to our current
dilemma, we have a dead burgomeister—

“Undead, now,” mumbled Holder.

“Yes, my error. We have an undead burgomeister
coolingin Aisle Five. And asyou all have so aptly
pointed out, we must solve this problem on our own.”

“1 zztill don't zzee the problem,” murmured
Jaerdaph. “I zztill zzay we go kill the burgomeizzter’ zz
wifetonight. Zzo what if her brotherzz come zznooping
around? We can handle adventurerzz.”

Ernst frowned. “Y ou know, thisis the burgomeister
of Vallaki we're talking about, not some random do-
gooder no one will ever miss. His death will be noticed,
you understand? Someone must have seen him come in
here. Even if wedo kill hiswife, this whole wretched
village will still come screaming for our heads. Do you
think we' re capable of defeating several hundred angry
villagers brandishing torches and pitchforks?’

The others looked around at each other with
emerging grins. Eventually William spoke up. “It would
certainly be fun to try.”

Ernst’s frown deepened. “Mmm, yes, yes. But that’s
not our real problem. Who else do you think might notice
if a Barovian burgomeister gets chopped up, eh? Who
else do you think might come snooping about? Hmm?’

The others’ grins melted. Holder grasped at the air.
“Youdon't mean..."”

Now Ernst grinned. “That’sright, Count Strahd.
This dead burgomeister will lead Strahd right to our
doorstep. And if Strahd learnsthat a cell of Azalin’s
spiesislurking in his domain, he will personally butcher
us and sell the meat at three pence to the pound!”

All the blood drained from Mynilar’sface. “We
need to get out of here, now.” He started pacing
frantically, rambling to himself. “We can flee! We can
scatter to the winds and never come back! If we leave
right now, we could be in Borca by tomorrow night!”

“It' Il never work,” wailed Jaerdaph, slumping to the
floor. “If we abandon our pozzt, then it'll be the Kargat
that butcherzz uzz.”

“Wait,” interrupted Holder. “If we get butchered,
does that mean we don’'t get to live forever?’

“Yes!” screamed the othersin unison.

“So I'll have lived in this Barovian cesspool with you
scum all these years for nothing?”

“YES!!” screamed the chorus.

Holder gulped. “We have to do something!”
“Well,” William mused, “one disaster at atime.
Whether or not we get disemboweled tomorrow, we still
need to have our annual report done tonight. 1f anyone
needs me, | will be succumbing to madnessin my work
room. When Strahd arrives to turn usinside out, let me
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know.” With that William dropped his head back down
into the crawlspace, pulling the heavy grate shut after him
with aresounding clang.

Mynilar slumped against the end of a bookcase.
“How long do you think William’s gone without
feeding?’ he asked the group.

“Ooh,” guessed Holder, “from the looks of him I’d
say nearly aweek. He must weigh under seventy pounds
by now.”

“Damn podlingzz,” grumbled Jaerdaph. “You're
forgetting he hollowzz out from the inzzide too. | bet you
hizz flesh izz no thicker than a pumpkin'zz. I’'ll wager he
doezzn't weigh an ounzze over thirty poundzz.”

Mynilar perked up. “I'll take that! Say, five gold—"

“Gentlemen!” shouted Ernst. “Focus! We are mere
hours away from our doom!”

Mynilar, Holder, and Jaerdaph dropped their heads.
“Sorry, Erngt, quite right.”

Ernst paced around the foyer, his hands clasped
around his back. “Our dilemmais quite clear: The
burgomeister islying dead on our floor.”

“—Undead!”

“Mmm, yes, yes. Right now, no one but us knows
that heisdead. Thisisour little secret. So far, so good.
However, in less than four hours his wife will notice his
absence. Come the morning she will get help; some
cretinous villager will say he saw the burgomeister come
in here, and our little secret will be no more.”

“Zz0 what are we zzupposed to do?’ wailed
Jaerdaph. “We can’t bring the man back to life!”

“And for some reason |I'm still figuring out,” added
Mynilar, “we can’t just do the sensible thing and run for
our miserable lives.”

“Do you think hiswife might notice if we just
stitched his head and legs back on and sent him on his
way?" asked Holder, his voice hopeful.

Ernst regarded him coldly. “He'samindless,
shambling zombie. That would work wonderfully if we
had to replace one of you, but at very least his wife will
probably notice his rapid dlide to room temperature .. . .”

Ernst’ s voice trailed off. The room fell into an
expectant silence.

Suddenly, Ernst’ s gaze snapped back into focus. “I
think | have aplan.” The othersleaned forward in des-
peration. “Mynilar, lock up the shop; we're closing early.
Holder, Jaerdaph, you two start searching the stacks for
books that might help us. Drawden, you—"

Ernst stopped abruptly, as did everyone else. He
spun on his hedl, hastily scanning the room. “Wherein
the Nine Hellsis Drawden?’

“1 think he’ zz in hizz room,” offered Jaerdaph. “I
heard him in there earlier.”

Ernst rushed up the stairs, taking three steps at a
time. “You al get to work; I'll fetch Drawden. We'll
need him if my planisto have any hope of success.”

8

Ernst ran across the bal cony, into the shadowed hall,
and past his own room. Just before the winding stairs up
to the attic he reached Drawden’ s room and kicked open
the door.

Drawden was inside, a pudgy, leathery man in a
black, disheveled robe. He was leaning heavily against
the door of his closet, just barely keeping some hideous,
shrieking thing within the closet from bursting free.
While three mottled, scarred left arms pressed out from
the doorway, clutching at historn clothes and exposed
flesh, Drawden was straining with one foot to reach an
enchanted scroll lying just out of reach on the floor.

Ernst leaned into the room. “Drawden, could you
come downstairs? We have abit of an emergency.”

Drawden glared at Ernst, his face red from exertion.
“1’m somewhat busy at the moment; what’s going on?’

“We have a secret, and we have four hoursto find a
way to keep it a secret forever.”

“What happensif | don't help?’

“We all get peeled like onion skins.”

Drawden mumbled something under his breath.
“Very well. I'll be down just as soon as I’m done here.”

“Mmm, yes, yes.” Ernst withdrew from the room,
politely closing the door as he went. Drawden went back
to desperately reaching for the scroll with his toes.

A moment later there was a knock at the door.
Drawden barked something unintelligible, and Ernst
leaned back into the room.

Ernst raised an eyebrow. “Forgive mefor prying, but
isn't that the Gibbering Thing you'’ ve got there?’

Drawden nodded, swatting away one of the blindly
grasping, misshapen hands.

“Ah. Very well. Don’t let me bother you.” Ernst
closed the door again.

A moment later it opened once more, and Ernst stuck
his head in athird time.

“What's it doing out of the cellar?’

Drawden’ s voice strained from his exertion.
“Misbehaving.”

Ernst’s gaze hopped idly from Drawden, to the
Gibbering Thing pounding against the inside of the closet,
to the scroll just beyond Drawden’sfoot. “Well,” he
chimed, finally, “as| said, we need you downstairs as
soon as you wrap up here.” With that Ernst |eft, shutting
the door behind him.

Drawden sighed to himself. “I suspect | should have

just listened to my horoscope and stayed in bed.”
2
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FORTUNE-TELLING
FOR THE FAINT OF HEART

HOw TO LOOK PRESCIENT IN THREE EASY STEPS

by Andrew Hackard
andrew@kargatane.com

“T he future arises out of what goes on
in the present.”
—Norman Spinrad

he party entered the gaily colored vardo

in single file. Though it was a bright,
sunny day outside, inside the gloom of
night was kept at bay only by a few

guttering candles. Behind a cracked
ebony table sat the crone, grinning
through full lips as she shuffled the worn deck of cards.

“ S0, you wish to know your fortunes?” cackled the
Vistana. “ Be certain, my young friends, for the futureis
rarely pretty and never exactly what one hopesto hear.
Ignorance, as you giorgios say, is often bliss. Isthistruly
what you what?” She gazed deeply into the eyes of the
four people standing before her. They returned her gaze
just as deeply.

“Very well, then.” With one final shuffle, she held
the cards out to Mieckel. “Hold the cards for a moment,
thinking of what you wish to know, then pass themto
your left.” The thief took the cards solemnly, pressed
them between his hands, then got a mischievous grin and
passed themto Alfric. His pointed earstwitched as he
held the cards for the briefest instant before handing
themto Josif. Unconsciously fingering his amulet, the
young priest murmured a few words—a prayer,
per haps?—before passing the cards to his left. Robyn
took them gravely in one hand, dropping her |eft hand to
her sword hilt, then returned the cards to the aged
woman across the table.

“Now, let’s see what the tarokka and Madame
Rosalie can discover for you, eh?” Another cackle, and
the Vistana exposed the first card. “ The two of stars: the
Diviner. Thisportends...uh...oh, rats”

And thus ends a promising session of fortune-telling.

Use of the tarokka cards and dikesha dice can add
flavor to a RavenLorT adventure, if the Dungeon Master is
comfortable with their use. A Vistani encounter
practically requires some form of fortune-telling, and if
the Dungeon Master doesn't offer, the players are likely
toask. Soit paysto be prepared.

The best way to be prepared, of course, isto know in
advance what the outcome is going to be. Stacking the
tarokka deck is one method, but it's difficult to pull off
under the eyes of suspicious players. With dikesha, you
don’t even have the option of predetermining the results.
Thus, few Dungeon Masters attempt to use the tarokka as
the tools they were meant to be, and very few use the
dikeshaat all. Thisisashame.

One of the dlickest ways to use the fortune-telling
techniquesis actualy to let the lay of the dice or the cards
determine the course of the adventure. Thiswasdonein
the original Ravenloft adventure, and for the Dungeon
Master who can plan his game ahead to include this
feature, it is an excellent way to ensure that the reading is
accurate. It'salso alot of work.

Let’'s assume, however, that you haven't prepared for
afortune-telling session, and yet you' ve found yourself in
one. Do not despair! Thisarticlewill help you get
through it without making afool of yourself (unless that
would help the story), and will even help you look like
the gaming god you are, when everything you predict
comesto pass. “Just as| predicted,” cackles the Dungeon
Master . ..

If you aren’t fortunate enough to have the tarokka or
dikesha, instructions for using regular cards and dice to
simulate them are found at the end of my article, “More
Fun and Games,” in The Book of Sorrows.
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A Note on This Article

To demonstrate the principles I’ m going to illustrate, |
actualy did the card and dice layouts which are included
here. The characters and situations were set before |
began the readings, so | have done nothing to “cook” this
article to make the results come out. What | got is what
you see.

Scenario One; Feast of Goblyns

“Harmonia, eh?” wisecracked Mieckal. “ Doesn’t ook
like the brochure they showed me back in Vallaki.”

“Hush, Mieke,” said Robyn. “ Remember that we've
come here for afestival. Try to look happy.”

“Look, Vistani,” whispered Josif. “ Arethey here for
the festival aswell?” His eyes darted behind them,
expecting to see the caravan captain dogging their heels.

Alfric glanced over at the camp. “It's possible. The
Vistani follow their own path, but they are known to be
fond of music and dance. There will certainly be enough
of both in the next few days to satisfy them.”

Mieckal looked sour. “ You'd think those booksellers
could have mentioned that the Vistani would be here.
They certainly seemed to know everything else about this
festival.”

“Worried about the competition, Mieke?” Robyn’'s
gaze never |eft the roadside, but it was clear she was
enjoying her companion’s discomfort.

“Hush, someone'scoming!” The bushy hairs at the
top of Alfric’s earstwitched. “ Sounds like two. . .no,
three youths. From the encampment.”

“ Should we take cover?” Josif’' s fingers stroked his
amulet. “If they're Vistani, Ezra only knows what they
want. . ..”

“We do not hide from children, Josif, even Vistani
children. You just trust to Ezra, and I'll trust my blade.”
Robyn patted her sword hilt, in a manner not entirely
reassuring to the priest.

Mieckal looked toward the camp. “ You know, it
wouldn’t hurt to scope them out before we go into the
city.”

Just then, the three girls burst onto the road from the
treesto theright. Giggling madly, two of them raced
across the road and on towards the wagons. The third,
however, stopped directly in front of the party and looked
at themfor a full minute. Finally, she said, “ Yes, you
are the ones. My grandmother has been waiting for you.
Come, follow me.”

In this scenario, the Dungeon Master has decided to
lead into Feast of Goblyns by doing a card reading. This
is also only the second adventure she has run for this
party, so she has decided to use the reading to fill in some
backstory for the player characters, with her players
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approval. Rather than pre-select cards for the reading,
she has decided to let them fall where they may, trusting
in the First Rule of Fortune-Telling:

Rule 1:
Y ou know more than
the players do.

Thisiscrucial, because many Dungeon Masters feel
that they are operating from weakness when they aren’t in
firm control of events—and it’s hard to be more out of
control than when you rely on randomness to guide your
players. In performing areading, you must always
remember that you know what’ s going to happen; the
difficult part isfitting the reading to what you already
know without giving away too much.

While the Dungeon Master in our example could take
time to riffle through her books to look up the precise
meanings of all the cards she draws, it would take time
and interrupt the smooth flow of the reading. She has
decided, therefore, to “wing it” and simply give general
information and clues based on what she comes up with.

Since she has four charactersin her group, she has
decided to use the Pyramid pattern given in the
Forbidden Lore boxed set, as its base of four cards gives
an easy way to provide some past details for each player
touse. It'salso aconvenient patternto lay out and is
visually appealing.

Thefirst card she drawsis the two of stars, The
Diviner. This card isthe focus for the whole layout, the
pivot that the whole reading revolves around. Our
Dungeon Master is perplexed for a moment—there's no
diviner in Feast of Goblynsl—but then decidesit’'sa
metaphor:

“Oh, my, my,” says Madame Rosalie, rocking back
and forth. * This card is the focus of what is to come.
Someone is looking for magic—yes, forbidden magic. He
must be stopped.”

The second card is placed to the left of thefirst; itis
acrown card, The Broken One. Our Dungeon Master
continues her reading:

“You will be opposed in your quest by one who was
human, but is no longer.”

Thethird card goes to the right of the first two. The
Dungeon Master turnsit over and becomes even more
puzzled; she has drawn the eight of stars, the
Necromancer. After abrief thought, however (and a
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quick glance below at Rule 2), she realizes whom this
must refer to:

“Thereisan evil wizard in your future, but he will
aid you to keep this forbidden magic out of the hands of
those who would destroy thisland. Heisyour ally.”

The next four cards are the cards that the Dungeon
Master will use to provide some extra character history
for her four players. Thus, she speaksin generalities here
(even more so than above), as she will fill in details later.
Thefirst card in thisrow of four is the seven of stars, The
[llusionist, and the Dungeon Master decidesit appliesto
Josif, a4™level anchorite.

“Young priest, you have been deceived before, but
you are now on the true path. Keep your eyes open, and
you will know the truth.”

The next card is the four of coins, the Merchant, and
the Dungeon Master wastes no timein applying it to
Mieckal, the 6™-level thief.

“You will someday regret giving up the family
business for the adventurer’slife.”

Next, our Dungeon Master draws The Invoker, the
six of stars (and inwardly shakes her head—aren't there
other suitsin the deck?), which she decides applies to
Alfric, the half-elven mage. Alfric failed a powers check
in his very first adventure, and she works that into this
reading:

“You are strong with the Art, but do not be further
seduced by the power it offers.”

Thefinal card, then must apply to Robyn, the 5"-
level avenger. The Dungeon Master lays down The
Marionette. Fortunately for her, our Dungeon Master had
already been thinking about Robyn’s backstory, and this
fits perfectly.

“Your past has been controlled by others. It isyour
job in the future to learn to control yourself.”

With that out of the way, the Dungeon Master returns
to the task at hand: giving out clues to this adventure.
The eighth card she draws represents an immediate future
evil; it isthe nine of coins, The Miser. Whilethe
Dungeon Master had decided earlier that the fees
described in Feast of Goblyns would be waived for the
duration of the festival she has added for “local color,”
she quickly decides that the guards at the Whirling Bridge
will try to collect the fees anyway.

“Beware! Soon, you will be faced with one to whom
money is dearer than air. Do not let him deceive you.”

The ninth card she draws is another crown card: The
Esper. At this point, the Dungeon Master is about ready
to give up thiswhole fortune-telling thing; there are no
espersin Feast! On the spur of the moment, she decides
to add amad seer to thejail in Harmonig; if the party
listen to his ravings, they may learn some information.
(Thisisabit of acheat on her part, of course, but a good
Dungeon Master must always be flexible.)

“You will soon meet one who can help you, if you let
him. He knows things he has never seen with his eyes.”

(The Dungeon Master also remembers this wording,
and jots herself a note to make this mad seer blind to
boot. If the party missesit after this obvious a clue, she
won't have any pity on them.)

The peak of the pyramid represents the final outcome
of the adventure. Our Dungeon Master draws the two of
glyphs, The Missionary, and puts a bit of anironic spin
onit:

“Thisisgood news! You will play a part in making
a new land out of the old!”

Then she takes a deep sigh and has another dlice of
pizza. Mission accomplished.

Scenario Two: The Hunt

“Madame Rosalie, | must capture thisbeast! He has left
two of my friends gravely injured and the third missing.
He must be brought to justice.”

The old Vistana |ooked squarely into Robyn’s eyes.
Then she said, “ If you must capture this beast, you must
not chase it unarmed.”

The avenger clutched her sword. “ Unarmed, | am
not.”

Rosalie chuckled. “ Unarmed, you are, if you know
not what you face. Come, child, let us consult the
wisdom of the cards.”

Robyn'’s player missed a game session, and therefore
Robyn wasn't around when Mieckal started a bar brawl at
the Old Kartakan Inn. She arrived the next day to
discover Alfric and Josif clinging to life, and Mieckal
missing.

(Mieckal was defeated in combat with the only
werewolf in the place, and has become infected; heis
searching for the werewolf that infected him. Josif and
Alfric were attacked by wolfweres, and it is one of those
that Robyn is pursuing—however, Robyn thinksit isa
werewolf.)

1
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The Dungeon Master has asked Mieckal’ s player to
arrive late to the game session, to roleplay his combat and
search for a cure; Josif and Alfric’s players get the week
off while their characters heal up. She's beginning with
Robyn'’s player, and decides to use the extended cross
pattern to help provide some clues. However, because
Robyn is confused about the identity of her quarry, the
Dungeon Master is going to employ the Second Rule of
Fortune-Telling:

Rule 2:
Remember Obi-WWan.
Everything is true, considered
from a certain point of view.

While the Dungeon Master is not actually going to lie
to Robyn’s player, she may well choose to provide
information which will mislead her, but will turn out to be
accurate, in amanner of speaking. Since Robynis
already misled, our Dungeon Master considers this afair
tactic.

The central card provides the focus; in this case, the
Dungeon Master has selected the one of swords, The
Avenger, as the obvious choice for Robyn.

“You are the avenger, bringing justice for the guilty
and mercy for the innocent.”

The second card is the three of swords, The Soldier,
and represents the recent past. The Dungeon Master has
no trouble fitting this one in.

“You have survived by fighting to protect others, but
you must now follow a different path to save your
friends.”

Next comes a card which represents a slight
hindrance; the Dungeon Master lays down the archetype
of coins, The Rogue. She beginsto think she might need
to call Mieckal’s player to arrive sooner, asthis gives her
anidea

“ The Rogue seemsto stand in your way. Hewill not
be difficult to circumvent, but do not believe that his
goals coincide with yours.”

The fourth card represents the near future. The

Dungeon Master draws the nine of swords, The Torturer.
Since the wolfwere had already toyed with Josif and
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Alfric in the previous game session, the Dungeon Master
decides to pass that information along:

“This card represents the near future; perhaps the
very prey you now seek? Heisa cruel man, and he will
not hesitate to cause you pain if he can.”

Fifth comes a card which isa dight aid; the two of
glyphs, The Missionary. Doing alittle retroactive
rewriting, the Dungeon Master decides to tell Robyn's
player that Josif was awake enough to give her a sketchy
description of the beast sheis after.

“Trust the priest. Hisinformation will help you
soon.”

The sixth card is the remote past; our Dungeon
Master decides to use this to supplement the card from
the prior reading and add to Robyn'’s history. She draws
the eight of stars, The Necromancer, and tells the player:

“ Evil magic, death magic has shaped your past.
Beware lest it shape your future.”

The seventh card is amajor hindrance, something
that Robyn will have to overcome to succeed in her quest.
For this card, the Dungeon Master draws The Temptress.
She decidesto tie it to the previous card, to strengthen the
reading (and makes a mental note to add such an
encounter to the adventure).

“You will have a chance to fight evil magic very
soon, but do not be distracted; thisis not your goal at
thistime. Fight the magic, and you will lose.”

The eighth card provides a glimpse of the far future,
and our Dungeon Master plans to use thisto help build an
adventure for down the road. Thus, she has no worries
about drawing the five of coins, The Guildsman; she'll
worry about filling it in later.

“ | see a chance to work with a skilled artisan,
perhaps a leader of his community. Look for this
opportunity down the road, and be open to it when it
arises.”

Finally, the Dungeon Master lays a card that will be a
major help to Robyn. Itis The Beast! After amomentary
surprise, the Dungeon Master knows who this must be:

“Thereis one out there who pursues the same goal
asyou, for different reasons. When you see the Beast, be
wary, for he may be a friend for now but could well turn
into an enemy for later.”
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She then excuses herself to call Mieckal’s player and
tell him to hurry over; she has something for himto do . .

Scenario Three:
Awakening Evil

“ The horses easily cover the distance between you and
Harmonia, but it will be nearly dark when you arrive
there. Do you want to stop for the night or ride through?
If you ride through, you' [l need new mounts, but if you
stop, Josif’ s captors will gain ground.”

“Wait, friends. Rather than blindly follow the trail,
perhaps we should consult Madame Rosalie for
guidance. She has been a great help so far, and | feel
this may be a crucial moment. We certainly can use all
the help we can get.”

Whoops.

Josif’s player had to go out of town on short notice,
so the Dungeon Master decided that an innocent victim
was necessary for the ritual to reawaken Daglan, and had
Josif kidnapped out of hissickbed in Skald. Thus, the
remaining player characters (including a recently-cured
Mieckal) are pursuing his captors, not only to prevent a
great evil but also to rescue their friend.

What she did not count on, however, was that the
players would decide to visit Rosalie once again; in fact,
she |eft the tarokka at home. She briefly considers just
having Rosalie's caravan be gone. Unfortunately, she had
established that the festival was two weeks long, and the
Vistani would be unlikely to leave before it was over.
Thinking quickly, she reaches into her dice bag and pulls
out her set of dikesha. To avoid dowing down the
session, sheisgoing to do a“gestalt” reading, considering
all five dice at once instead of one by one. She'saso
going to apply the Third Rule of Fortune-Telling:

Rule 3:
It does not pay a prophet to be

too specific.

(William Gresham, quoted by
Robert A. Heinlein in Expanded Universe)

By providing very general clues, she can guide the
players without ruining the climax of the adventure.
Also, if things do not work out as she has foreseen, a

genera prediction is easier to manipulate than a specific
one. Luckily she does have her Forbidden Lore boxed
set with her, and she consults the dikesha chart on the
back of “The Waking Dream” for the names of the
various symbols. Everything else, she’'s going to make up
as she goes.

Madame Rosalie |ooked as though she was expecting
you, which of course she probably was. Ushering you
quickly into her vardo, she shook five knucklebones out of
a small cloth bag on her table. “ The cards can show you
nothing more, but perhaps the dikesha can. From far-off
Har’ Akir, they are, a wasteland of blazing sun.”

The Vistana handed the dice to Robyn, saying,

“ Each of you must blow on the dice and press themto
your heart. Think of your missing young friend; think of
the evil you are trying to prevent; think of the future.
Then passthedice.” In turn, each of the heroestook the
dice and did as she bade them. Robyn’s expression was
intent, portending doom for those who would oppose her.
Alfric merely looked bemused, but his ear hairs twitched
as though even from inside the vardo, he could hear
Josif'scries for help. Mieckal looked worried, though in
truth his chief concern was for the past, not the future.

When the thief had returned the dice, Madame
Rosalie herself held them, blew on them, and pressed
them to her heart for several seconds. Then she threw
them toward the ceiling, and said, “ Let the dice show us
what we must know!”

The symbols were odd; a red face, an orange blade,
green lightning; yet Rosalie seemed unconcerned. “ This
bodes well for your friend. See, the face of the Innocent
proves that he is yet unharmed and uncorrupted. The
yellow waves prove that his current troubles will pass
soon enough, and the Road in white promises a long
journey together for you all. The Sword is meant for you,
maiden, and the rest of you aswell: There will be blood
spilled before this quest is completed.”

She paused to catch her breath, and Mieckal blurted
out, “ But what of the green lightning?”

Rosalie fixed Mieckal with a long, piercing gaze.
Finally, she said, “ The green die promisesterror, young
rogue, terror beyond anything you have imagined. You
must confront thisterror to prevail.”

Then she turned to look at the rest of the group.

“My friends, it istime for usto part. You have much
riding ahead of you before you reach the place of trial.
When you return this way, we will be gone. If the Mists
will, perhaps we shall see each other farther down the
road. Until then, bewell.” Sherosg, circled the table,
and lightly kissed each of them on the forehead.

As they exited the vardo, Robyn pointed to their
horses. “ They look fresh, not lathered at all. Asif they
are ready to ride another day!”

13
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Alfric smiled. “ The Vistani are mysterious, Robyn,
but they certainly can care for their beasts of burden.
Come, let us mount up and catch young Josif’s new
friends.”

The three adventurers vaulted into their saddles and
began to ride back to the road. At the edge, Mieckal
turned around, his hand raised in a salute and words of
thanks on hislips.

The encampment was gone.

Conclusion

Telling the future has been a part of the RavenLorT game
since the very first adventure, yet many Dungeon Masters
are dtill afraid to try it in their own games. The gameis
richer, for players and for the Dungeon Master, when
such avital element can be included in the game sessions.
It is my hope that, by applying these three rules—and a
healthy dose of the creativity that al gamers share—the
only mystery that goesinto telling the future is that which
you choose to put into it.

2

=
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ANCHORS OF FAITH

The Church of Ezra Revealed

by John W. Mangrum
iggy@kargatane.com

The author would like to thank those who have aided in
the devel opment of this article, either through their
published material and/or their advice, particularly
Andrew Cermak, Andrew Hauptman, Matthew L. Martin,
Steve Miller, Cindi Rice, Andrew Wyatt, all the
Kargatane, and the members of the Ravenloft-L mailing
list. This cathedral was built on their foundations.

INTRODUCTION

hen Domains of Dread was published in

1997, it introduced an important new

religion to the Demiplane of Dread, the

Church of Ezra. Although enough details

were provided for playersto create their

own anchorite characters, the specific
tenets and background of the faith have aways remained
sketchy—until now.

HISTORY

ver since the founding of the Church of
Ezra, in the last century, attemptsto
discover the true identity of Ezrahave
been made by countless scholars, both
among her faithful and among her
detractors. Yet to this day the historical
existence of the mortal Ezra remains atopic of
controversy. Although many claims have been laid by
members of many faiths, no one has ever proven which
“land cloaked in Mists’ the mortal Ezra called her home.
Despite all the decades of scholarly research, and
several theories to the contrary, Ezra' s mortal life remains
the stuff of legend, her life and homeland forever set in
the boundless “before time” of creation myths.
However, the birth of the Church of Ezra can be
established with pinpoint accuracy, beginning with a
name asrich in history asit isin infamy: Dilisnya.

The First Epiphany

N THE TIME BEFORE, IN A LAND CLOAKED IN
MISTS, THERE WAS A WOMAN, AND SHE WAS
Ezra.
EZRA WAS A HEALER OF THE SICK AND
PROTECTOR OF THE WEAK. SUCH WAS HER LOT
IN LIFE. SUCH WAS HER ROLE IN THE GRAND
SCHEME.

EzrA TOOK PRIDE IN THE ROLE FATE HAD GIVEN HER.
HEr buTy wAas HER Jov.

FOR MANY YEARS EZRA HEALED THE LAME AND WATCHED
OVER HER PEOPLE. BUT AS TIME WENT ON, EZRA BEGAN TO
SEE THE HoLLow.

From THE MisTs oF DEATH CAME HORRORS OF THE
NIGHT. THEY WERE THE DRINKER OF BLOOD, AND THE STEALER
OF BREATH, AND THE BEAST THAT RENDS. MANY WERE THEIR
LEGIONS. MANY WERE THE ROLES PLAYED BY DARKNESS IN THE
GRAND SCHEME.

Ezra KNEW THAT DEATH WOULD COME FOR HER, ASIT
COMES TO ALL IN TIME. WHEN EzRA ENTERED THE GRAY
LAND, THERE WOULD BE NO GUARDIAN TO FILL HER ROLE.
THERE WOULD BE NO ONE TO STAND BETWEEN HER PEOPLE AND
THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT.

EZRA SET FORTH ON A QUEST TO FIND A GUARDIAN FOR
HER PEOPLE. SHE SOUGHT THE ONE PURE HEART WHO WOULD
ASSUME HER ROLE.

The Books of Ezra
Book 1. i.~vii.

A century ago, the Dilisnya clan had spread to half a
dozen domains, still scattered to the ends of the Core by
the their ancestral feud with the lord of Barovia.

Financia and political savvy was nearly astelling a
Dilisnyatrait as the shape of their faces, or the color or
their eyes, ensuring their success in amost every land
they called their home.

Y akov Dilisnyawas born in northern Mordent in the
year 641, thefirst born son of Lev and Elena Dilisnya.

Y akov was raised in the luxurious manor first built by his
grandfather; gaining several siblings as the years passed.
His mother passed away when he was ten. Within afew
years, Lev remarried, and his new wife bore him bore him
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two more children, including Y akov’ s young half-sister
Camille.

Meanwhile, Y akov did little to impress his father.
Although the young man clearly had a keen mind, he
exhibited the weak will that plagues all too many sons
cursed with “old money.”

This changed, remarkably so, in Y akov's 25th year.
One May afternoon, when Y akov had been out riding, his
horse returned to the stables without itsrider. An search
was launched immediately, and Y akov was soon found
sprawled in a nearby stream, unconscious and appearing
to have suffered from a seizure. Hewas carried back to
his bed, where he lay raving with fever for five days.

When the fever broke, Dilisnya demanded a quill and
parchment, furiously scribbling page after page of what
would eventually be known as The First Book of Ezra.

Speaking with new clarity of purpose, borne either
from epiphany or fever-wrought madness, Y akov
announced that he had been touched by an entity called
Ezra, Our Guardian in the Mists. Y akov claimed that
Ezra had chosen him to spread her word, and he
dedicated himself to her faith, having his scribbled notes
transcribed into an illuminated text. He traveled from
Mordentish village to village, claiming it was his duty, his
“rolein the Grand Scheme” to build aflock of faithful.

Y akov struggled for years to establish Ezra’'s church,
but he met with little success; he was far from being the
only madman roaming the Core claiming to be the chosen
one of an imaginary god. Eccentricity was far from
unknown in the Dilisnya bloodline, and most of his own
family simply disregarded Y akov as a harmless lunatic.

Y et as the years passed Y akov began to demonstrate
divine powers he claimed to have been granted by Ezra.
He visited plague-marked houses, healing with a touch;
he visited haunted tombs, and cast out spirits with aword.
In time, he could even deflect the weapons of his foes
with a prayer, calling this last gift the Shield of Ezra. He
had become the first anchorite.

Despite these miracles, Y akov failed to convert the
masses. Perhaps this was due to resistance from the
Weathermays, who suspected an insidious Dilisnya trick.
More likely, Ezra s message failed because Y akov spoke
much of duties and debts to others, but little of true
compassion or salvation.

By 684, Y akov had converted less than a dozen
followersto hisfaith. Meanwhile, Camille Dilisnya grew
to womanhood and took a husband.

The Home Faith

ZRA SOUGHT FOR THE ONE PURE HEART IN
MANY LANDS, BUT EVER DID SHE SEEK IN VAIN.
IN TIME HER QUEST BROUGHT EzZRA TO
THE END OF ALL THINGS. BEHIND EzrRA
STRETCHED ALL THE LANDS OF THE WORLD.
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BEFORE EZRA ROSE ONLY THE MisTs oF DEATH.

EzrA spokE TO THE MisTs. ASKED SHE, “ THE WORLD IS
YOURS. YOU SET ITSSHAPE. WHY DO YOU ALLOW ITS PEOPLE TO
WANDER, LOST AND AFRAID?" BuUT THE MISTS DID NOT
ANSWER.

AcAIN EzrA sPoKE. “WHY HAVE YOU FILLED YOUR
WORLD WITH THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT?” BuUT THE MisTs
WOULD NOT ANSWER.

A THIRD TIME DID EzRA sPEAK. “ALL THINGS HAVE THEIR
ROLE IN THE GRAND SCHEME. THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT
HAVE THEIR PLACE. BUT GUARDIANS AND GUIDES HAVE THEIR
ROLES IN TURN.” STILL THE MISTS OFFERED NO REPLY.

EzRrA SPOKE ONCE MORE. “| HAVE SEARCHED ALL THE
VASTNESS OF YOUR LANDS, BUT | HAVE FOUND NO GUARDIANS
FOR MY PEOPLE. | HAVE FOUND NO GUIDES FOR THE LOST.”
AGAIN THE MISTS WERE SILENT.

FOR THE LAST TIME DID EzRA sPEAK. “YOU HAVE FAILED
THE GRAND SCHEME. Y OU HAVE CREATED A HoLLOw THAT
MUST BE FILLED. |F YOU WILL NOT WATCH OVER YOUR PEOPLE,
THEN MusT |.”

UPON THE FIFTH ENTREATY DID THE MIsTs oF DEATH
REPLY. FrRoM THE MisTs caAME A VOICE, AND THE VOICE
SPOKE, SAYING, “ TURN BACK, MORTAL. Y OU KNOW NOTHING
oF THE GRAND ScHEME. Y OU KNOW NOTHING OF THE MISTS.
Y OU HAVE REACHED THE END OF Y OUR WORLD. CONTINUE
AND Y OU SHALL FIND ONLY Y OUR DESTRUCTION, NOTHING
MORE.”

Y ET EZRA HELD FAST AGAINST THE MISTS, SAYING, “Y ou
CANNOT BID ME ENTER, YET | CANNOT TURN AWAY. | OFFER
MYSELF TO YOU SO THAT YOU MAY KNOW THE SUFFERING OF
My PEOPLE. IF | MUST BE DESTROYED FOR THEM, THEN THAT IS
WHAT MUST BE.”

THE Mists oF DEATH FELL SILENT. THEN THE VOICE
SPOKE, ONCE MORE. “ENTER THE MISTS IF Y OU MUST,
MORTAL, BUT NOT AS YOU ARE. Y OUR KIND HAS NO PLACE
HERE. ToO ENTER THE MISTS, Y OU MUST BECOME AS ONE WITH
THE Mists. NEVER AGAIN SHALL YOU LEAVE THEM. WILL
Y OU FOREVER SACRIFICE Y OURSELF TO WATCH OVER THESE FEW
MORTALS?’

SrokE EzRA, “SucH IS MY ROLE IN THE GRAND SCHEME.
So MUST IT BE.”

AND WITH THOSE WORDS DID EzrA BECOME OUR
GUARDIAN IN THE MisTs.

The Books of Ezra
Book I. viii.—xix.
In 684 the young Camille Grymig nee Dilisnya
discovered that her husband of a mere three years had
taken alover. Camille had been taught the skills of the
poisoner by her father, and her heart housed all the most
ruthless and obsessive traits of her bloodline. When
Camille slew her husband and his lover with avile toxin
of her own creation, the Mists opened to grant her the
domain of Borca
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Camille invited her scattered family to join her in her
new lands. Many rushed to accept her offer, enjoying
their heightened status. Now entering middle age, Y akov
Dilisnyajoined them, finally relinquishing his quest to
establish the Ezrafaith in his homeland. Although
dismissed as a harmless eccentric by most of his relatives,
Y akov still possessed the keen political mind common to
those in hisfamily. Yakov saw avast opportunity in
Borca, and few knew Camille's mind better than her
eldest sibling.

Y akov managed to convince Camille to grant him
land just outside Levkarest to build atempleto Ezra. He
dlyly hinted that Ezra could be a useful tool, an opiate of
the masses Camille could wield to win and keep the
Borcans' love. Yakov even talked the young darklord
into helping fund the construction of his grandiose
temple.

Ground was broken the very next year. Construction
of the Great Cathedral would take six decades to
complete, but the Church of Ezra had at last grown roots.

Laborers and artisans were summoned from all of
Borca and beyond to design and raise the mighty temple.
Asthe stones were laid, Y akov and his few followers
ministered to the workers. Perhaps the impoverished
workers were willing to listen to the anchorites for their
coins. Perhaps the Borcans were less contented than the
Mordentish, and thus more receptive to Ezrd s austere
message. Perhaps the dark powers decided it was time
for the church to bloom. Whatever the reason, the
laborers stopped to listen the message of Ezra, and this
time, it spoke to their hearts.

The faith spread to the workers, then to their
families, and then throughout Borca. In the act of
building the Great Cathedral, Y akov Dilisnya had at long
last built his Church of Ezra. When Camille Dilisnyawed
Klaus Boritsi in 687, it was Y akov who officiated the
ceremony.

By the time the anchorites started holding services
within the stone skeleton of their cathedral in 695, the
Church of Ezrawas thriving within Borcaand aforceto
be reckoned with. A smaller, secondary temple was
established in Sturben, and the faith had even started to
spread into neighboring Dorvinia.

Three years later, Lady Camille Boritsi would have a
tantrum. 1t would change the faith forever.

The First Schism

POKE EZRA, “SUCH 1S THE ROLE | HAVE CHOSEN
IN THE GRAND SCHEME. SUCH IS WHAT | MusT
| po.”
AND WITH THOSE WORDS DID EzrA
BECOME OUR GUARDIAN IN THE MisTS.
From HER PLACE IN THE MisTs OF
DEATH, EZRA LOOKED DOWN UPON THE MORTALS OF THE
WORLD, AND SHE EXTENDED HER HAND TO FILL THE HoLLow.

But THE MisTs wouLD NOT PART. AGAIN A VOICE CAME
FROM THE MISTS, SAYING, “FooLisH ONE, Y OU STILL KNOW
NOTHING OF THE GRAND ScHEME. THE HOLLOW BELONGS TO
THE MISTS ALONE. |T IS THEIR CREATION. Y OU SHALL NOT
SPOIL WHAT THEY HAVE WROUGHT.”

EzRrA sPOKE, SAYING, “ THE MISTS HAVE WROUGHT
NOTHING BUT SORROW. |T IS MY ROLE TO SUCCOR THE
SUFFERING OF MY pEOPLE. WHAT IS TO BECOME OF MY PLACE
IN THE GRAND SCHEME IF THE MISTS CANNOT BID ME ACT?
WHAT SHALL BECOME OF THE PURE OF HEART, IF THEY HAVE
NO GUARDIAN IN THE MisTs?’

ANSWERED THE VOICE, “Y OU MAY HAVE THOSE WHO
CHOOSE TO HAVE Y OU, AND THOSE ONLY. |F THEY BE PURE OF
HEART, THEN SO SHALL IT BE.”

EZzRA SPOKE AGAIN, ASKING, “AND WHAT OF THE LEGIONS
oF THE NIGHT? WHAT OF THE DRINKER OF BLOOD, AND THE
STEALER OF BREATH, AND THE BEAST THAT RENDS? WHAT OF
THE HORRORS WHO WOULD STEAL THE PURE OF HEART AND ADD
THEM TO THEIR LEGIONS?”

THE VoiIce RePLIED, “ THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT
BELONG TO THE MISTS, NOT TO YOU. SHOULD MORTALS JOIN
THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT, THEN THAT IS THE ROLE THEY HAVE
CHOSEN IN THE GRAND SCHEME. THEY WERE NEVER AMONG
YOUR PURrE oF HEART.”

EZRA ACCEPTED THIS, SAYING, “S0 SHALL IT BE. BUTIF
THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT CAN BE BROUGHT OUT OF THE
DARKNESS, THEN THAT IS THE ROLE THEY HAVE CHOSEN IN THE
GRAND SCHEME, AND THEY SHALL STAND IN YOUR LEGIONS NO
MORE.”

THE Mists oF DEATH WERE SILENT.

EzrA THEN GATHERED UP THE PURE OF HEART, NAMING
THEM HER ANCHORITES. |T WOULD BE THEIR ROLE IN THE
GRAND SCHEME TO GUIDE THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT BACK
INTO THE LIGHT.

As EzrA sHALL GIVE succor To HER ANCHORITES, HER
ANCHORITES SHALL GIVE SUCCOR TO THE FAITHFUL. THE
FAITHFUL SHALL SPREAD EZRA’S LOVE TO ALL THE WORLD,
PUSHING BACK THE DARKNESS. WHEN THE LEGIONS OF THE
NIGHT STAND EMPTY, THE HOLLOW SHALL BE FILLED. SUCH IS
THE GRAND SCHEME.

The Books of Ezra

Book 1. xx.—xxxi.

Some historians blame Camille’ srampage in the year
698 on her realization that the Church of Ezra, which she
had sponsored as a tool to pacify the masses, now
threatened to overshadow her power. However, surviving
records indicate that Camille's rash tantrum was more
likely fueled by her discovery of extensive infidelity
within her immediate family.

Outraged, Camille Boritsi poisoned nearly every
member of her branch of the family. Yakov Dilisnyadid
not escape her wrath. Although Camille left no hard
evidence of her role in the murders, rumors of her guilt
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spread through the general public like wildfire. The
Dilisnya name became almost unbearably despised by the
throng of Ezra sfaithful, and the threat of revolution was
palpable. Camille realized her act had spontaneously
transformed the politically neutral Church of Ezrainto the
open threat that she feared.

Camille attempted to restore her reputation by
disassociating herself from the death of the church’s
founder. She offered to erect amemorial statue of Y akov
on the steps of the still-unfinished Great Cathedral. There
are some who say Camille's offer might have even
betrayed a pang of regret.

The offer blunted the outrage of the Borcan populace
just enough to avoid open rioting in the streets.

Ironically, this same, simple statue would also tear a open
arift within the Church.

Publicly, Camille simply offered the memorial to the
Church as a gesture of her mourning. Privately, she also
promised sizable donations towards the cathedral’ s
construction, but added a requirement: the anchorites
were not to “stir the pot” of insurrection. She hinted that
refusing her offer would be costly indeed.

The offer exposed a schism brewing among the
clergy for years, dividing them into two camps. In secret
debates, one faction argued that the survival of the
Church—not to mention its clergy—depended on keeping
the far-reaching Dilisnya clan happy. They insisted that
accepting Camille' s gift would ensure the survival of the
faith. They supported this argument by accentuating that
all things had their role in the Grand Scheme. Ezra had
even assigned Camille Boritsi arole: that of a generous
but demanding patron. If the anchorites defied Camille’'s
attempt to fulfill this role, there were many other roles
Camille could surely take. “Nemesis’ cameto mind. The
church had to accept the boundaries they lived under, not
just to survive, but to obey Ezra's Grand Scheme.

The opposing faction resolutely rejected Camille's
bribe. They renounced the opposition, pointing out that
they worshipped Ezra, not Y akov Dilisnya. The
suggestion that they should raise a monument to
Praesidius Dilisnya before Ezra’ s own cathedral was even
complete fell little short of blasphemy. Thisfaction
argued that it was the anchorites’ duty to defend the
faithful, not the powerful. The anchorites of this faction
accused Ezra's clergy of becoming far too entangled in
materiaistic concerns. They were narrowly obeying the
rules of Ezra's Grand Scheme, but neglecting her roles of
healer and protector.

In the end, the faction opposed to the statue were
badly outhumbered. The Church of Ezra accepted
Camille' s gift with a show of gratitude. Behind closed
doors, the clerical schism grew uglier with each passing
day. The minority faction found itself opposed from all
sides. The faction’s accusations of worldly corruption
gtill hung in the air, and rumors hinted that Camille had
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learned of the opposition to her gift. It wasin her nature
to lash out at her foes, so how every goblet of wine was
seen as a potential murder weapon.

The minority faction was led by Felix Wachter, the
Sentire of Sturben, himself distantly related to the
Dilisnyas. Fuming at his peers and fearing for the lives of
his allies, Wachter made the monumental decision to
break away from the Home Faith and lead his supporters
out of danger. By the winter of 698, Wachter and his four
loyal anchorites had left Borca to establish a new temple
in Mordent, which they claimed to be the first, true home
of Ezra.

Preaching a revised, more openly compassionate
version of Ezra s teachings, Wachter’s sect discovered
the acceptance that had eluded Y akov. 1n 699, Sentire
Wachter claimed to have a series of visionsin which Ezra
presented him with her new teachings. Wachter scribed
Ezra s revised tenets into scripture he called The Second
Book of Ezra.

Therival sects remained antagonistic for years.
Mordentish anchorites accused the Home Faith of
corruption; Borcans labeled Wachter’ s sect as heretics,
noting that even the miracles granted to the Mordentish
anchorites had changed. Even their Shield of Ezra now
manifested in a new way.

But as time went on, both sects gradually arrived at
an admission. Ezra had seen fit to continue granting her
blessings to both factions. Though the sects continued to
disagree on many points, the realization lead to
reconciliation, which lead to an new tenet of Ezra sfaith:
Only Ezra could say who did or do did not exemplify her
teachings. In granting the Mordentish sect a new
manifestation of her Shield, Ezrahad revealed a
mysterious new facet of her Grand Scheme.

Within a decade, the schism would be healed. Then
the Mists would withdraw to reveal anew domain, and
the Church would be changed again.

The Gift from the Mists

N THE TIME BEFORE, THERE WAS A GODDESS,

AND SHE WAS EzRA. EZzRA LOOKED DOWN

UPON THE WORLD OF MORTALS, AND SHE SAW

THAT THE WORLD WAS WELL-TENDED BY THE

GODS.

But THEN EZRA’ S EYES FELL UPON THE

HoLLow. SHE LOOKED DEEP INTO THE HoLLOW, AND SAW A
PLACE ABANDONED BY THE GODS, ITS PEOPLE LEFT TO SUFFER
ALONE.
EzrA AskKED HER DIVINE BRETHREN, “WHY HAS THIS
PLACE BEEN FORGOTTEN? WHY HAVE YOU FORSAKEN ITS
PEOPLE?’ BUT THE GODS DID NOT ANSWER.
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AGAIN EzRA SPOKE, SAYING, “WE ARE THE GUIDES AND
GUARDIANS OF MORTALS. SUCH IS OUR ROLE IN THE GRAND
SCHEME. |T ISNOT RIGHT THAT THESE MORTALS BE ABANDONED
s0.” AGAIN THE GODS GAVE NO REPLY.

EZRA SPOKE FOR A THIRD TIME. “IT IS NOT RIGHT THAT
THESE MORTALS BE LEFT TO SUFFER. |F YOU WILL NOT WATCH
OVER YOUR PEOPLE, THEN MusT |.”

THus EzRA LEFT THE REALM OF THE GODS. HER DIVINE
BRETHREN WATCHED HER LEAVE IN SILENCE.

EzRrRA DESCENDED TO THE HOLLOW, BUT BEFORE SHE
COULD ENTER, THE MisTs oF DEATH ROSE UP TO BLOCK HER
PATH.

From THE Mists caME A VOICE, AND THE V OICE SPOKE,
SAYING, “TURN BACK, GODDESS. THIS PLACE IS NOT FOR Y OU.
THIS PLACE IS FOR THE MISTS ALONE.”

Y ET EZRA HELD FAST, SAYING, “| CANNOT ALLOW YOUR
PEOPLE TO SUFFER ALONE. IT1S MY PLACE TO PROTECT THEM.”

AGAIN THE V OICE SPOKE, WARNING, “ TAKE HEED,
GODDESS. Y OUR KIND HAVE NO PLACE IN THE HoLLow.
ENTER AND Y OU SHALL FIND ONLY Y OUR DESTRUCTION,
NOTHING MORE.”

Y ET EzRA STOOD FIRM AGAINST THE MISTS, SAYING,

“Y ou CANNOT BID ME ENTER, YET | CANNOT TURN AWAY. |
CANNOT ALLOW YOUR PEOPLE TO SUFFER ALONE. |F | MUST BE
DESTROYED, THEN THAT IS WHAT MUST BE.”

UPON HER FIFTH ENTREATY THE V OICE SPOKE ONCE MORE.
“ENTER THE MisTs IF You MusT, GobpEess, BuT NoOT As Y ou
ARE. TO ENTER THE MIsTs, Y OU MUST BECOME AS ONE WITH
THE MisTs. Y OU MUST CEASE TO BE, Y OUR NAME FORGOTTEN
IN ALL OTHER PLACES. Y OU SHALL NEVER RETURN TO Y OUR
BRETHREN. WILL Y OU SACRIFICE ALL THIS FOR THESE FEW
MORTALS?

SprokE EzRA, “SucH 1ISMY ROLE IN THE GRAND SCHEME.
So musT IT BE.”

AND WITH THOSE WORDS EZRA JOINED THE MisTs. HER
NAME BECAME KNOWN TO THOSE IN THE HOLLOW, AND LOST TO
ALL OTHERS.

The Books of Ezra
Book 11, i.—xiv.

The schism between the Home Faith and the
Mordentish sect was resolved within adecade. The
unfinished walls of the Great Cathedral rose above
Levkarest. The Mordentshire sect established a chapel,
and satellite temples were spreading to neighboring
domains. The Core too had grown in the decades since
the First Epiphany, and in 707 the Mists revealed the new
domain of Dementlieu.

This event held no specia import for the Church of
Ezra, so it was nearly ayear before awandering
anchorite, Joan Secoussg, visited the new land—and
rushed back to Mordent to report her startling news. At
the very heart of the city of Port-a-Lucine an ancient
cathedral was crumbling into ruin. When asked, the
people of the city said the cathedral had been dedicated to

agoddess they knew only as Ste. Mere des Larmes, the
“Sainted Mother of Tears.” But they were quick to add
that the religion had died out nearly 400 years ago, and
the cathedral had lain vacant in all the years since.

Secousse explored the cathedral, pondering if it
could be used by the Church. Above the cracked altar,
she discovered a stained glass window, still miraculously
intact after centuries of neglect. Ste. Mere des Larmes
was gtill visiblein the glass. The image was unmistakably
that of Ezra.

A number of anchorites were immediately dispatched
from both sects to study the startling image in more detail.
Led by Warden Secousse, the priests examined every inch
of the crumbling ruins. They soon discovered the
entrances to a maze of secret passages and chambers
hidden within the cathedral’ s foundations. At the heart of
this secret sub-level, they found a sealed scriptorium
where the secrets of Ste. Mere des Larmes had been
preserved for half a millennium. Each scroll the
anchorites read redoubled their awe.

The expedition returned to Levkarest in 709,
declaring that they had uncovered the lost teachings of
Ezra. Furthermore, they claimed Y akov Dilisnya had
merely discovered a copy of these lost texts, distorting
them to suit his own purposes. When the church elders
protested, Joan presented them with her interpretation of
the holy writ of the Mother of Tears, offering her new
scriptures as The Third Book of Ezra.

The Church had established a Rite of Revelationin
the wake of the First Schism to determine when a new
aspect of the Grand Scheme had truly been revealed. In
accordance with those ritual's, Joan and her followers
demonstrated that they had been blessed with a new
manifestation of the Shield of Ezra.

The elders of the Church were amazed; Ezra had
indeed again spoken. Joan was granted the title of
Bastion, and returned with her followersto Port-a-Lucine
to continue their esoteric studies of the “lost history” of
Ezra

The Fall of Night

UCH IS MY ROLE IN THE GRAND ScHEME,”
SPOKE EzrRA. “So MUST IT BE.”
WITH THOSE WORDS DID EZRA SACRIFICE
HER MORTAL LIFE TO BECOME OUR GUARDIAN
IN THE MisTs.
From HER PLACE IN THE MisTs OF
DEeATH, EZRA LOOKED DOWN UPON THE MORTALS SHE HAD
FORSAKEN ALL ELSE TO PROTECT.

ONLY THEN DID SHE SEE THE WICKEDNESS IN THE
MORTALS HEARTS. ONLY THEN DID SHE THAT THE MORTALS
SHE SOUGHT TO PROTECT AND THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT
WERE ONE AND THE SAME. ONLY THEN COULD SHE SEE THE
FOULNESS OF THEIR HIDDEN SINS.
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EZRA SAW THAT THOSE WHO HAD BEEN TRUE TO HER WERE
BUT FEW. A SCATTERING OF DIM STARS IN A SKY OF DEEPEST
BLACK. IN HER NEw ROLE, EZRA SAW THAT THE SINFULNESS OF
THE MORTALS WAS SO LOATHSOME THAT THE MisTs oF DEATH
WOULD SOON WIPE THE HOLLOW CLEAN OF THEIR BLACKENED
SOULS.

EZzRA’ S HEART SANK, BUT SHE WOULD NOT ABANDON
HOPE. SHE KNEW THAT SHE COULD NOT SAVE THE SOULS OF
THE WICKED, BUT SHE COULD OFFER SALVATION TO THOSE WHO
REPENTED THEIR EVIL WAYS AND ALLOWED HER GUIDANCE INTO
THEIR HEARTS.

EzRA DID GATHER HER FAITHFUL FEW, NAMING THEM HER
ANCHORITES. |T WOULD BE THEIR ROLE IN THE GRAND SCHEME
TO GUIDE THE CORRUPTED BACK INTO THE LIGHT.

As EZRA WOULD GUIDE AND PROTECT HER ANCHORITES,
HER ANCHORITES WOULD STAND VIGIL OVER THOSE OF GOOD
FAITH.

EZRA’S SERVANTS MUST SHOW THE CORRUPTED THEIR
PATHS OF DOOM, AND MUST GUARD THE FAITH FROM THOSE LOST
SOULS WHO WOULD NOT BE SAVED. HER ANCHORITES MUST
REDEEM THE FALLEN AND DESTROY THE LEGIONS OF THE NIGHT
WHO WOULD CORRUPT THE PURE.

WHEN THE MisTs oF DEATH SWEEP DOWN, WHEN THE
DARKNESS DEVOURS THE LAND AND CONSUMES THE WICKED,
EZRA SHALL STAND VIGIL OVER THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN TRUE TO
Her.

THE TIME oF ULTIMATE DARKNESS IS FAST FALLING UPON
THE LAND. WE LIVE IN THE DAYs oF DYING LIGHT. SiGNs
AND PORTENTS SURROUND US, AND ONLY THOSE WHO ADMIT
EZRA’S LIGHT SHALL BE SPARED.

The Books of Ezra

Book V. Xix—=xxix.

For the next thirty years, the three sects of the Church
of Ezra continued to strengthen and grow, suffering no
major setbacks. Wandering anchorites continued to
spread the word of Ezra. For every anchorite that
vanished in the night, another would convert new faithful
in new villages.

When the Grand Conjunction struck the Demiplane
of Dread in 740, the Great Cathedral in Levkarest was
nearing completion. Many of the faithful considered it
little short of miraculous that the massive structure
survived the tremors with only minor damage.

Some of Ezra s clergy were even more shaken than
their temple, however. Some believed that the Grand
Conjunction—commonly known as the Great Upheaval—
was a sign that the Legions of the Night were dangerously
gaining in strength.

For one such anchorite, Teodorus Raines, the effects
of the Great Upheaval were profound. Raineswas a
native of Darkon, but had come to Borcato study Ezra’'s
teachings under the Home Faith. Even while ayoung
acolytes, Raines' peers noticed his tense and suspicious
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demeanor. Some of his teachers had even gone so far as
to advise Warden Raines not to present Ezra’ s teachings
in such bleak terms; perhaps affected by the legends of
his homeland, Raines spoke of the Legions of the Night as
if they were eternally clawing at the very doors of the
Great Cathedral. However, Raines maintained strict
adherenceto the letter of Ezra' s scriptures, and in time
was even granted her Shield. All signsindicated that he
did indeed have Ezrd s blessing.

Warden Raines believed that the Great Upheaval had
been nothing less than an attempt by the Mists of Death to
expel Ezrafrom their ranks, the first omen of a coming
age when the Legions of the Night would scour the world
clean. Although the Church elders did not see the world
in Raines’ apocalyptic terms, Praesidius Raskolka
summoned a Bastion’s Council to determine the Church's
future. With Bastions Denisovich of Mordentshire and
Secousse of Port-a-Lucine acting as his advisors,
Praesidius Raskolka declared that Ezra s anchorites had a
urgent duty to spread the word of Ezrato the four corners
of the Core, even to those lands where existing religions
stood in opposition to Ezra’ sword. Even more than had
been the case before, young anchorites were encouraged
to travel the Land of Mists, doing worthy worksin Ezra's
name and establishing new temples.

Warden Raines became part of this new wave of
evangelical anchorites. He returned to his native land of
Darkon, and began to preach Ezra’ s teachings to any who
would listen. He faced massive opposition. Darkon’'s
spiritual heart wasin the grip of two state-sponsored
religions: the Cult of the Overseer, openly embraced in
Martira Bay, and the Eternal Order, somewhat
begrudgingly worshipped throughout the rest of the
domain. One more than one occasion Raines was
physically threatened by the priests of the Eternal Order,
but he persevered.

In fact, Raines may have survived simply because his
influence was negligible. By the time the Great Cathedral
was completed in 745, Raines had already traveled
through half of Darkon, never finding areceptive
audience to his fire-and-brimstone sermons. Meanwhile,
visiting anchorites sent back word to the Home Faith that
Raines had altered his proselytizing style since leaving
Borca; he now claimed that Ezra herself was granting him
prophetic visions.

Raines now spoke of a coming apocalypse he called
the Time of Unparalleled Darkness. He claimed the ranks
of the Legions of the Night would swell until they overran
theland. The Mists of Death, sickened by their creations,
would then destroy the world, wiping the dlate clean.
Ezrawould spare al she could from this final doom, but
her pact with the Mists of Death would only allow her to
save those who had accepted her message into their
hearts.
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Two additional factors made Raines' end-times
sermons all the more disturbing: First, he was quite clear
that if you were not one of Ezra' s pious followers, you
stood among the Legions of the Night. Second, he
claimed the Time of Unparalleled Darkness would arrive
within a single generation.

The Home Faith was distressed by Raines’ extreme
interpretation of the scriptures. However, he continued to
receive the Shield of Ezra, the only sure sign that an
anchorite was indeed serving Ezrain the Grand Scheme.
Thus the Home Faith allowed him to continue his
proselytizing, though they lent him very little support.

By 750, Raines was literally at the end of his map.
All of Darkon stretched behind him, and he had not
established a single new temple in an entire decade. His
failures merely made him all the more determined to
spread Ezra' sword before it was too late. By the end of
the year, Raines had settled in Nevuchar Springs, and
could count his converts on one hand. When most
Darkonians listened to Raines prophesy atime when the
unholy forces of evil would rise up to destroy the world,
they heard only the paranoid ranting of a madman.

Then the city of Il Aluk was destroyed in the
Requiem, and a pall fell over the whole of the newly-
dubbed Necropolis. Suddenly Raines' horrific prophecies
seemed all too real, and he found his receptive audience
at last.

Raines established a new temple of Ezrain Nevuchar
Springs, expelling the Eternal Order from his city. Early
in 751, Raines returned briefly to Levkarest, accompanied
by half a dozen of hisfollowers. He presented his
nightmarish visions as the Fourth Book of Ezra, and
revealed that he and the anchorites he had trained had
been granted a new Shield of Ezra, protecting them from
the insidious corruption of the Legions of the Night. The
Rite of Revelation was fulfilled, and Raines returned to
Nevuchar Springs, Bastion of the fourth sect of Ezra.

TENETS

hat is Ezra? Was she amortal heroine

who ascended into the Mists? Wasshea

goddess who forsook the rest of the

multiverse to protect the denizens of the

Dread Domains? Or is she merely another

false face of the ever-scheming dark
powers? Ask four anchorites and oneislikely to receive
four different answers—especially if those anchorites
belong to the four distinct sects of her faith.

However, move past this apparent confusion and one
will discover that al anchorites, regardless of their
credos, agree on what Ezrais now: Our Guardian in the
Mists. The Church of Ezrais henotheistic overall;
although her followers do not deny the existence of other
gods such as Hala, Nerull, Bane, or Zhakata, they believe

that of all these entities, Ezrais the only being truly
guarding over the denizens of the Lands of Mist, and thus
the only being truly worthy of worship.

The four sects interpret this basic belief in different
ways; while the esoteric Port-a-L ucine sect claims that
these other gods are merely different aspects of Ezra
herself, the anchorites of Nevuchar Springs often depict
the gods of other faiths as demonic beings spitefully
luring mortal souls away from Ezra's salvation. Both the
Home Faith in Levkarest and the Mordentish sect
generally acknowledge that other religions worship
separate, less worthy gods, although many Mordentish
anchorites believe a specia connection exists between the
Church of Ezra and the Church of Hala (to be revealed in
Van Richten’s Monster Hunter’ s Compendium Volume
111, dlated for release in the year 2000)

This pattern of agreement on basic tenets, but
disagreement—occasionally leading to true opposition —
over the exact interpretation of those tenetsis endemic to
Ezra sfaith. Nowhereisthis more true than in the
Church'’s scriptures, The Books of Ezra.

The Books of Ezra

The holy writ of the Church of Ezra consists of four
separate sections, each written by the founder of one of
the four existing sects. Although these chapters carry
simple numerical titles (The First Book of Ezra, Book 111,
etc.), some Church scholars have rarely referred to them
by their authors; thus, The Books of Dilisnya, Wachter,
Secousse, and Raines, respectively.

Each of the four Books begins with the author’s
version of Ezra' s “ creation myth,” and then proceedsto
relate Her message for the world. The four chapters
frequently disagree with each other both in terms of
philosophy and simple facts; for example, Book | claims
Ezrawas originally amortal, while Book 111 claims she
was agoddess. Book Il explains that Ezra seeksto
redeem the so-called “Legions of the Night,” while Book
IV insists Sheis actively trying to destroy the Legions of
the Night before the existence of those accursed creatures
drags the world to its final destruction.

Some critics of the faith have observed these blatant
internal contradictions and ridicule the Books of Ezra as
nonsense. However, these criticsfail to understand that
none of the scriptures are intended to be a literal
description of historical events. Rather, each Book
represents the author’ s attempt to relate their own,
personal epiphany, distilling their rapturous experiences
into aform that can be expressed with ink and parchment.
Apparent contradictions, claim the anchorites, merely
demonstrate that Ezra' s Grand Scheme for theworld is
too complex for any one mortal to comprehend. Thus,
She has chosen to reveal one aspect of her divine plan a a
time; She leaves the task it to her faithful to study The
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Books of Ezra as awhole and reach their own
interpretations. Naturally, when contradictions do arise,
the faithful tend to favor the teachings introduced by their
own sect.

The Grand Scheme

The Church of Ezra holds a strong belief in fate and
predestination. They believe that all of existence follows
what they call the Grand Scheme, and hold that al things
have their placein that design. Although Ezra guides the
Grand Scheme, even she has a specific role within it, and
is bound by her position.

Predictably, the different sects vary in their
interpretations of the Grand Scheme. The philosophy of
the Home Faith (favoring the lawful neutral alignment)
insists that all beings are assigned a specific part to play
in the Grand Scheme, arole which cannot be altered.
Those who choose to become Ezra’ s anchorites were
fated to do so before their birth; the Legions of the Night
are to be fought, but never hated, for they too are merely
playing from adivine script. In fact, the Home Faith
comes very close to depicting Ezra herself as a healer and
protector out of duty, not devotion.

The Mordentish sect (favoring the lawful good
alignment) agrees that all creatures have a specific rolein
the Grand Scheme, but claim that Ezra has granted all
beings the right to choose the role they play. Mordentish
anchorites preach that even the Legions of the Night have
the innate capability to enter the light of Ezra's grace
through personal redemption. Of course, if the Legions
refuse this chance at salvation, they must still be repelled
to protect the faithful.

Of all the sects, the Nevuchar Springs sect (favoring
the lawful evil alignment) may place the most emphasis
on the Grand Scheme. Their doctrines are filled with the
chilling prophecy of the Time of Unparalleled Darkness,
their fast-approaching Fall of Night. They hold that this
apocalypse isinevitable, and that the blessed and the
damned have already been chosen by Fate. The trick, of
course, is discerning which iswhich. If the blessed are
never awakened to Ezra s blessing, they will be destroyed
with the rest of the world. If the damned are mistakenly
brought into Ezra sfold, their very nature will compel
them to drag the faithful down with them.

The Port-a-Lucine sect is the most unusual of all.
The mysterious, contrary, esoteric texts they discovered
hidden within the Ste. Mere des Larmes cathedral have
lead them to all but reject the Grand Scheme.
(Accordingly, they have lost the lawful aspect of their
alignment, and are now true neutral.) While the Port-a-
Lucine anchorites still believe that the Grand Scheme
exists, they do not believe that the exact nature of that
cosmic plan has even been reliably revealed. Some of
their number even hold that the Grand Schemeis so
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complex that it cannot be understood by mere mortals,
their doctrines almost bordering on agnosticism. Thus,
the priests of Port-a-L ucine have dedicated themselves to
the study of Ezrain all her aspects. Through means both
scholarly and mystical, they seek to rebuild their
understanding of Our Guardian in the Mists from the
ground up.

Ezra the Guardian

Despite their arguments over the exact nature of the
Grand Scheme, all anchorites agree on Ezra srole in that
plan: Sheis ahealer and a guardian, humanity’s lone
compassionate protector. Unfortunately, the Mists of
Death sharply limit her influence. Unlike the gods of
other AD& D settings, Ezra has never manifested an
avatar, nor does she ever grant miracles to any poor soul
in need; the gift of Ezra’ s magic flows into her anchorites
exclusively. It isthen her anchorites' most solemn duty
to extend these blessings to the rest of the world,
watching over the faithful as Ezra watches over them.
Anchorites are sworn to use their giftsto heal the sick,
protect the weak, and in general improve the lives of the
faithful. (Moreinformation on the duties of the clergy
can be found in Domains of Dread.)

Part of the anchorite'srole as Ezra s proxy requires
that he or she actively oppose the Legions of the Night,
the Church’s name for forces of evil, regardless of their
form. At the same time the Church must add souls to the
ranks of Ezra’ s congregation; it is commonly accepted
that Ezracan only “save’ the faithful. Exactly what this
“salvation” entails differs dightly from sect to sect,
although all anchorites agree that it refersto both physical
protection in this life and spiritual protection after death.

Ever since its founding, the Home Faith has been
forced to walk atreacherous political tightrope, avoiding
the machinations of Borca' s elite. The Levkarest sect
focuses on keeping the faithful and the fallen clearly
separated; the Church feels no particular need to aid those
who reject Ezra' s word, whether they have refused Ezra's
teachings or been lax in their faith. Meanwhile the
Legions of the Night are merely to be kept at bay,
manipulated into turning against their own kind.

Mordentish anchorites embrace a more inclusive
doctrine, never ceasing in their attempts to lead new souls
into Ezra' slight. Those who have not yet found Ezra are
to be actively sought and brought into the faith; the
Legions of the Night are to at least be given the chance to
shed their evil ways and find salvation. If the Legions
will not redeem themselves, only then must they be
eliminated as a threat to the minds and bodies of the
faithful. Accordingly the Mordentish sect is the most
active in its proselytizing campaign to win new souls.
However, the success of this campaign has been offset by
an unfortunate trend: Many wandering Mordentish
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anchorites and rural temples have simply disappeared,
wiped out by the Legions they sought to oppose.

The Port-a-L ucine sect, still searching for the true
message of Ezra, has been uncomfortable with the role of
spreading Her word to the faithful. Although they will
admit any member of Ezrd s flock who seeks them out,
they have done little to win new souls, feeling it
irresponsible to preach what they cannot entirely sanction.
Furthermore, the Port-a-L ucine anchorites |ean towards
the belief that Ezra' s salvation is alargely spiritual affair;
they hold that Ezra holds little interest in the material
world, but stands at the end of every creature’slife,
waiting to lead the souls of the faithful through the Mists
of Death and to their final reward.

The Nevuchar Springs sect, of course, isthe most
fervent in the separation of the faithful and the L egions of
the Night. Their doomsday credo only allows them to see
the world in black and white; oneisfaithful to Ezra, or
oneisan enemy of the faith. The Legions of the Night
must be eliminated by any means possible.

Divination

Ezra s believers tend to place great credence in omens,
prophetic dreams, and visions; after all, the history of
their faith rests on the shoulders of a series of spiritual
visionaries. Many anchorites extend this awe and respect
for divinatory magic to Vistani foretunetelling and the art
of astrology. Although never specifically referenced in
any of The Books of Ezra, some anchorites have also
claimed to find mathematical codes hidden within the
text. Of course, any faithful follower of Ezra knows of
the significant frequency of the number five within the
scripture; this has lead Ezra s faithful to consider five a
lucky number, and lead the early Church to declare that
every fifth day would be a day of worship.

However, some anchorites have taken this fascination
with divination and mathematics much deeper, using The
Books of Ezra astheir basis to delve into the arcane study
of numerology. While the Port-a-L ucine sect approves of
these studies, most established anchorites in the other
sects warn against delving too deeply into the realm of
superstition.

The Rite of Revelation

The contrary nature of Ezra' s and the tradition of Church
leaders discovering the message of Ezrathrough personal
epiphanies has lead to the rise of many wildly varying
versions of Ezra sscripture. A fine line exists between a
goddess speaking through her prophet and a madman
spouting delusions; the Church’s leaders are even more
cognizant of this fact than the Church’s critics.

After the First Schism, the Church devised a
ceremony to separate the visionaries from the madmen.

If an individual anchorite seeks to establish a new sect,
they must successfully perform three steps:

First, the supplicant must codify their personal
relationship to Ezra, and the new aspect of the Grand
Scheme She has revealed, in a holy writ penned by their
own hand.

Second, the supplicant must demonstrate that Ezra
has granted him or her a new manifestation of the Shield
of Ezra, the surest sign of her blessing. If the supplicant
cannot manifest the Shield, their petition is rejected as
lacking the endorsement of Ezra. If the supplicant
manifests the same Shield as one of the existing faiths, the
Church will rule that the supplicant’s visions have not
revealed a sufficiently distinct aspect of the Grand
Scheme to warrant establishing a new sect. If the
supplicant does manifest a new Shield, the Church will
warily recognize that the anchorite does indeed serve
Ezra' s plans.

Lastly, the supplicant must present five acolytes, new
anchorites who have been trained under the supplicant’s
teachings and now manifest the same new Shield. This
final step offersirrefutable proof that Ezra wishes the
Church to spread this new aspect of her teachings.

If al three steps are successfully completed, the
supplicant is granted the title of Bastion (see below), and
holy writ presented by the supplicant are incorporated
into the scriptures as anew Book of Ezra. A new sect
will have been born.

Note, however, that since its founding the Church of
Ezra has officially recognized atotal of only four sects,
including the Home Faith itself. Not ayear goes by that
the Great Cathedral does not receive a* new Book of
Ezra,” but most supplicants never pass beyond this stage.
Intriguingly, a handful of individuals have successfully
completed the second step, but have proven unable to
complete the third, possibly manifesting their new Shield
of Ezrathrough trickery or the meddling of the dark
powers. Thisisatopic of great controversy within the
Church as awhole, which has yet to agree on how these
“heresies’ should be treated.

The Heresies

Other than the four recognized sects, there currently exist
nearly a dozen unrecognized variations of Ezra's
teachings. Most of these heretical cults comprise asingle
would-be anchorite trying to convert others to their cause,
with differing levels of desperation or success, and most
heresies die out with their founder.

These heresies have ranged from the flawed but
harmless (a Mordentish offshoot which claimed that,
since one can choose one' srole in the Grand Scheme,
there is no Grand Scheme; a vaguely neutral good
philosophy which Ezra apparently does not condone) to
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the ridiculous (such as the heresy which claimed Ezrawas
aman).

At least three heresies have been exposed as frauds
created by priests of the Church of Bane to discount Ezra;
one of these attempts even managed to pass the second
test of the Rite of Revelation.

Currently, however, two heresies have garnered a fair
amount of attention within the Church, at least at the level
of gossip. Thefirst of these, the Heresy of the Avatar,
arose in the wake of the Great Upheaval and insists that
Ezra now wanders the Lands of Mist in mortal form.

Even more widely debated is the near-legendary Final
Sect. Many anchorites, particularly those drawn into
numerological study of The Books of Ezra, believe that
Ezrawill establish atotal of five sects before She reveals
every aspect of Her Grand Scheme. Thus, many believe
that afifth sect will someday be founded. However, some
anchorites, especially those of Nevuchar Springs, also
whisper that the fifth sect will be the Final Sect, and that
its emergence will herald that the Grand Schemeis
nearing its final fruition, in one form or another.

ORGANIZATION

he Church of Ezraremains young and

relatively small. It has not yet grown into

the need for an extensive bureaucracy, but

it does claim certain structures that all

anchorites should know. Although the

sects often disagree on matters of Ezra's
word, they have to date succeeded in maintaining a
coherent organization across the sects.

Titles

Anchoriteis merely agenera term for one of Ezra's
clergy, regardless of their position within the Church. It
is also the most commonly used term; most anchorites
only use their ecclesiastical titles when dealing with
internal matters of rank.

A Warden stands at the bottom rung of the
organizational ladder. They may be lesser priests serving
in atemple, or they may be wandering anchorites working
to spread the word of Ezrato new lands. Aswandering
priests, most player character anchorites will hold the title
of Warden, regardless of experience level; thisrank
allows them to enjoy great deal of personal freedom, and
they can dtill receive the sanctuary of the Church (see

24

Domains of Dread) when they wish, but Wardens hold
little actual power within the Church.

An anchorite qualifies for thetitle of Toret smply by
establishing atemple that boasts a congregation of at least
fivefollowers. A Toret serves as the guardian of his
congregation, and thus earns a boost in prestige within the
Church. They may request financial assistance from their
founding sect (though such requests may not always be
fulfilled to the anchorite' s satisfaction), and the Toret
may occasionally be called upon to act as council for their
local Sentire. Any anchorite, including player characters,
can earn the rank of Toret merely by founding a small
temple; like Warden, the title in independent of
experience level. However, their new responsibilities do
not lend themselves well to the lives of atraveling
adventurer.

Sentires are the leaders of significant temples, or are
the overseers of a significant number of smaller temples
spread out over arural area. Sentires often act as the
advisors of their respective Bastions. To qualify for the
title, Sentires must have at least five anchorites serving
under them, and their temples must have a* healthy”
congregation, capable of supporting the temple
financially without assistance from higher in the Church.
Sentires are often associated with the regionsin which
they hold influence; thusit is common to hear terms such
asthe “ Sentire of Sturben.” Even more so than the
Torets, a Sentire’ s days arefilled tending to his
congregation and managing the daily affairs of histemple.
Thus, thisrank is generally not appropriate for player
characters.

Bastions are the leaders of the recognized sects; the
titleis granted to the founder of anew official sect, who
then hands the title to their chosen successor. Since an
anchorite must be able to manifest the Shield of Ezrato
successfully establish a sect or step in as a successor, al
Bastions must be at least 6™ level.

Bastions hold considerable influence in their roles,
and are occasionally called upon to speak at Bastions'
Councilsin Levkarest, to determine vital issues affecting
the Church.

The Praesidius (if male, Praesidia if female) isthe
leader of the Church of Ezra as awhole; the Praesidius is
often referred to as Ezra's Champion. There can only be
one Praesidius at atime, and the title has been handed
down from the Church’s founder, Y akov Dilisnya.
Although the ruling has ruffled feathers among the other
sects, anew Praesidius must always be drawn from the
ranks of the Home Faith, the lawful neutral sect. To
qualify for the title, a prospective Praesidius must be able
to demonstrate that Ezra will personally watch over and
guide him safely through the Mists of Death; thus all
holders of this title must have reached 9" level.

Thetitles of Sentire, Bastion, and Praesidius are
cumulative. Thus, the current leader of the Church,
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Praesidius Postoya, also holds the titles of Bastion of the
Home Faith and Sentire of Levkarest. However, itis
considered a breach of etiquette to use any but the most
powerful rank. A cynic referring to Praesidius Postoya as
the Sentire of Levkarest isimplying that he is unworthy of
holding any greater title.

Lastly, it isworth mentioning the title of Bailey.
Thisisnot an ecclesiastic title, and carries no particular
rights or responsibilities. Instead, it is atitle of respect
often given to the eldest (and therefore, presumably
wisest) anchorite in a given temple.

Day-to-Day Activities

Regardless of their sect affiliation, it isthe duty of all
anchorites to make themselves available to their
followers, acting as spiritual advisors and offering what
aid they can to their congregations. However, the
followers of the different sects generally approach thisin
their own ways.

Borcan anchorites often fill their daysin meetings
with the wealthy elite, cannily attempting to convince
them that it isin their best interest to support Ezra's
charities. Of course, these anchorites often find
themselves just as busy soothing the fickle egos of
Borca srulers. Mordentish anchorites are likewise active
in charitable functions, and typically try to keep their
presence as visible as possible.

The anchorites of the Dementlieur sect would never
close their doorsto the faithful, but neither do they go out
of their way to attract followers. If amember of Ezra's
congregation isin need, he can aways know where to
find the clergy—but if he does not seek them out, he may
never find them otherwise. The other sects disapprove of
the Dementlieur sect’s withdrawn ways, but Bastion
Secousse' s scribes appease their peers by producing
wondrously illuminated copies of The Books of Ezra.
These exquisite tomes are highly valued by other
anchorites as works of art. In recent years, the
Dementlieur sect has obtained a printing press, and now
performs an even more valuable service: They can now
produce Ezra's scriptures for a fraction of the cost and
timeit previously took. Now even the most humble Toret
can afford a copy of the scriptures for histemple.

Lastly, the Necropolitan anchorites are known for
their active schedules. Each and every day they can be
seen wandering the streets, preaching the Word of Ezrato
passers-by. The proximity of their prophesied Fall of
Night has driven them into a desperate zeal to win new
converts.

Holy Days/Important Ceremonies

Ezra s clergy perform weddings, funerals, and any other
ceremonies or functions their congregations might
require. Anchorites are encouraged to adapt their

ceremonies to conform to local customs whenever
appropriate.

All temples reserve each fifth day as aday of
worship. However, these days of worship count off from
the founding of that specific temple, so the exact times
when the anchorites hold services will vary from temple
to temple. To maintain good standing in the congregation
of Ezra, afollower must (in addition to living by her
teachings, of course) attend services regularly to renew
their vows to follow Ezra, and Ezra' s vow to guard over
them. Worshippers must also tithe 10 cp each year to
support their temple and show their thanks.

Individual temples also adopt the holy days of their
local congregations. Thus, while the Mordentish sect
shows their respect to Nocturne in October, the Nevuchar
Spring sect would ignore that holiday while holding
Darkest Night in deepest reverence.

In fact, al temples hold only one holiday in common:
The Feast of the First Epiphany, held on the first day of
worship in May (and thus the Feast is held on different
dates from year to year and from village to village). The
Feast is a joyous remembrance of Ezra’ sfirst appearance
to Yakov Dilisnya. Celebrations are marked by afeasts,
dances, and the reciting of blessings received in the past
year. In fact, the Feast of the First Epiphany is often
folded into the traditions of local spring festivals.

Priestly Vestments

Members of the congregation are expected to dressin
white when attending ceremonies, but need not dressin
any specia manner otherwise. Likewise, anchorites are
not required to don priestly vestments unless performing
ceremonies, though many often do. The traditional
anchorite garb consists of emerald green robes with white
trim. The width and pattern of this trim denotes the
priest’s ecclesiastic rank; in general, the more white
visible, the higher the rank.

BASTIONS OF FAITH

y the current year, the Church of Ezra has
spread throughout the Core. Many of its
temples are humble, boasting only a few
anchorites and small congregations; some
villages are served only by asingle
anchorite holding servicesin alocal barn
or tavern. Regardless, the faith is continuing to grow.
Only those domains hosting state-sponsored religions
continue to actively resist the spread of Ezra. G'Henna's
inquisition actively hunted proselytizing anchorites in the
years before it disappeared; a series of anchorites have
tried to establish templesin Valachan, only to find
themselves tangled in Von Kharkov' s repressive policies
just before vanishing entirely; and the powerful Church of
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Bane has all but barred the open worship of Ezrain Nova
Vaasa and Hazlan.

The Great Cathedral

The Great Cathedral towers above the rooftops of
Levkarest, in Borca. Having taken sixty yearsto build, its
last stones were laid in place less than a decade ago, and
it remains a pristine testament to Ezra’s glory. The
towering stained glass windows sparkle, and the marble
floors still gleam. The cathedral owes much of its beauty
to the sculptures created by the late artist, Nikolai
Pyotrovich. A glorious statue of Ezralooms over the
altar, beatifically watching over her clergy and
congregation, while monstrous gargoyles, symbolizing the
Legions of the Night, cluster near the vaulted ceilings and
atop the Cathedral roof. A viewer with a keen eye will
note Pyotrovich’'s eye for detail; al of the stone Legions,
no matter where they may be perched, are caughtin a
fearful pose, shying away from the icon of Ezra. Some
old anchorites have even claimed that on dark nights, they
have seen some of those graven fiends crawling along the
shadowed ceiling attempting to hide from Ezra' s gaze.

Although only the vast chamber of worship is open to
the public, two annexes break off from the rear of the
mighty cathedral. These lofty chambers house many of
the Home Faith’s clergy and serve as the ultimate
administrational headquarters for the entire Church. Each
annex also houses two smaller, private worship halls
where anchorites—or influential patrons—can pay their
respectsto Ezrain private.

The controversial statue of Y akov Dilisnya, also
carved by the great Pyotrovich, till stands at the foot of
the steps leading up to the Great Cathedral’ s front doors.
It bears an inscription inviting all who pass to enter
Ezra stemple and her faith. Yakov’'s memoria isaso his
headstone; the body of Ezra s first anchorite is sealed
benesath the statue’'s base.

The remains of Dilisnya's successors are laid to rest
within the catacombs beneath the cathedral; only the
bones of the most pious and ardent defenders of the faith
can hope to ever be interred within those stone walls.
Rumors hint of additional chambers at the ends of hidden
passages, where Praesidius Postoya himself has removed
the blight of lycanthropy from at least one member of his
flock—for an appropriate tithe, of course.

Praesidius Levin Postoya

Bornin 697, Levin Postoya's eyes are hidden behind
thick glass lenses, hisvision all but destroyed by the
decades he spent laboriously and lovingly scribing copies
of The Books of Ezra. Hisilluminated tomes are now as
highly sought among collectors as the Port-a-L ucine texts.
However, although he may be nearly blind physicaly, his
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insight remains sharp and penetrating enough to stun
many of those who would debate his decisions.

Postoya’ s predecessor, Praesidius Raskolka, was an
outspoken supporter of the faith, who often decried the
lascivious lifestyle of Lady Ivana Boritsi, and opposed
her family’ s attempts to extort the Church for taxes and,
after lvan Dilisnya assumed control of the law, sundry
bribes. Shortly after the ceremonies celebrating the
completion of the Great Cathedral in 745, Praesidius
Raskolka fell gravely and inexplicably ill, wasting away
over the course of the winter. Raskolka appointed his
trusted advisor Postoya as the new Praesidius from his
death bed.

Praesidius Postoyais still relatively new to his post,
but he has proven to be much more politically shrewd
than his predecessor. Rumors persist that Postoya has
been making a series of complex deals with both Ivan
Dilisnyaand Ivana Boritsi, secretly funneling “protection
money” to them both. While most who know of these
transactions believe Postoya is merely acting to ensure the
continued survival of hisfaith, some believe that Postoya
has decided to take advantage of the feud which has
flared to life between the cousins, with the ultimate goal
of using each to destroy the other.

Praesidius L evin Postoya, human male, A11: AC 10;
MV 12; hp 55; THACO 14; #AT 1; Dmg by weapon;

SZ M (5'10"); ML steady (12); Str 9, Dex 13, Con 10, Int
16, Wis 17, Cha 16; AL LN.

The Borcan Chain of Succession

Praesidius Yakov Dilisnya (666-698)
Praesidia Donella Borovsky (698-716)
Praesidia Kristyn Stoyista  (716-735)
Praesidius Alexei Raskolka (735-746)
Praesidius L evin Postoya (746-)

Levkarest Anchorite Characters

Anchorite characters who follow the Home Faith follow
the rules for lawful neutral anchorites presented in
Domains of Dread.

The Chapel of Pure Hearts

Half a century the founders of the Mordentish sect raised
enough funds to build a small but respectable chapel in
Mordentshire, on alot adjoining the open-air
marketplace. The anchorites continue to hold services
there to this day; weddings and Feast of the First
Epiphany ceremonies have often been known to spill out
into the marketplace.

The entire Chapel of Pure Hearts could easily fit
within the public worship hall of the Great Cathedral.
The building consists of little more than the worship hall,
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afew officesin therear, and large cellar the anchorites
use for various purposes. Most anchorites live elsewhere
in or around Mordentshire, or merely visit or aregular
basis as they make their rounds from one remote
Mordentish hamlet to the next.

Although the Mordentish priests studiously maintain
their temple, even decorating it with fresh-cut flowersin
the spring and summer, they have made very few attempts
to transform their humble temple into the glorious shrine
some of their peers would expect. Only acolorful stained
glass window above the temple doors, depicting an icon
of Ezra, betrays any attempts at splendor. The reason for
this humility is simple: the anchorites under Bastion
Otrava consider their snug chapel a purely temporary
home.

The ruined church of an abandoned faith lies just
north of town, crumbling into ruin since a bolt of
lightning in the fall of 579 reduced it to a guttered shell.
Today the ruined church has crumbled away to almost
nothing, just a few pitted stone wallsjutting up from the
grassy loam. The churchyard surrounding the old ruin
has remained in use, however, and the anchorites have
taken it upon themselves to maintain the weathered old
graves. The sect’s eventual goal isto raise enough funds
to rebuild and resanctify the old temple into a worthy
house of Ezra’sworship. Although the rebuilt church will
never challenge the Great Cathedral in size or grandeur, it
will serve well as aloving tribute to Our Guardian in the
Mists.

The clergy received a major boost towards this goal
just over a decade ago, when the Weathermays granted
the ruined church’ property to the sect. It isfairly well
known that the Weathermays offered this gift to the sect
in repayment for saving the life of the young Gennifer
Weathermay-Foxgrove after a brutal animal attack; some
wagging tongues hint the Weathermays may have also
been influencing the anchorites to keep various unsavory
aspects of that attack a secret.

Despite this generous gift, the Mordentish anchorites
remain many years and thousands of gold pieces away
from their goal. Since the anchorites spend most of their
excess funds to support smaller temples and various
charities across Mordent, Verbrek, and beyond, the day
when Ezrd s new cathedral is completeis but a distant
dream.

Some preliminary work has been done, however, as
workers test the foundations of the ruined church.
Intriguingly, a pair of surveyors claim to have recently
discovered a half-flooded, forgotten cellar or catacombs
beneath the old church, its entrance sealed by rubble and
earth for nearly 200 years. The Church has not yet had
the opportunity to thoroughly search those claustrophobic
tunnels, however.

Bastion Sarlota Otrava

Sarlota Otrava has been the Bastion of Mordent for just
under adecade. A statuesque beauty with pale skin and
raven hair and eyes, she always covers herself head to toe
in the green and white robes of her faith. Her only
addition to the traditional wardrobe is the long, black
satin gloves she wears at all times.

Bastion Otravais extremely popular among the
faithful, not just for her compassion and personal
charisma, but for her striking similarity to Ezra herself.
Bastion Otravais not quite as popular among her clergy,
however. While the congregation finds Otrava’s chaste
mannerisms appealing, those who deal with her daily
sometimes consider her aloof. Striking closer to the heart
of her follower’s complaints, however, isthat like the two
Bastions of Mordent before her, Sarlota Otrava migrated
here from the Home Faith in Borca. Thereisagrowing
sentiment among the Mordentish anchorites that their
Bastion should be a native. Although Otrava refuses to
discuss the matter publicly, she has let her closest
advisors know that she will ensure her successor is
Mordentish born.

Bornin Levkarest in 711, Sarlota Otrava grew to be
an enticing young beauty. So much so, in fact, that in 729
she caught the eye of Ivana Boritsi, and was unwillingly
transformed into an ermordenung. |vana had recently
been rebuffed by a handsome anchorite, and she sent her
new minion out to seduce and destroy the man. Sarlota
joined the priesthood to gain access to the priest, never
expecting that her ruse would become her life. The
anchorite was suffering a crisis of faith; amost as soon as
Sarlotaintroduced herself to her prey, he decided that his
heart truly lay with the teachings of the Mordentish faith.
A lethal assassin, but till an inexperienced girl, Sarlota
followed the anchorite as his protégé.

In Mordent Sarlota was removed from the direct
influence of her creator. She continued to feign interest
in the faith by studying the priests’ text. Before she knew
it, Sarlota had become devout. She was one of the
Legions of the Night, an ermordenung, a creature that
could exist only to spread death. Y et here she was taught
that even she, atrue monster, could find redemption. Her
plans to murder her mentor were forgotten as she opened
herself to Ezra's message, and as time passed her hatred
for her condition softened into a silent regret that she
could never confess to the true, growing love she felt for
her mentor.

Three years later, Sarlotawas till faithfully serving
under her mentor as he wandered the lands, her love still
unspoken. While trying to establish a small templeto
Ezrain Arkandale, her mentor was struck down in battle
with one of the nefarious Timothy clan—one of the
unrepentant Legions of the Night. Ashelay dying,
Sarlota’ s mentor asked her to kiss him at last, confessed
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that he had always known of her feelings, and shared
them. Weeping, Sarlota said she could not, confessing
her true nature; that her touch was death. Her mentor
admitted that he had always known that aswell. But he
could die in peace, knowing that he had saved her.

Sarlota's mentor died in her arms, and her faith grew
to rival that of any Bastion. She returned to the
Mordentshire temple, serving Wachter’ s successor
Bastion Denisovich with dedication and distinction.
Though some may have resented Denisovich’'s decision to
name Sarlota his successor, none could deny that she had
earned thetitle,

Bastion Otrava keeps her lethal touch a carefully
guarded secret, never allowing anyone to even brush
against her bare skin. While most people believe Otrava
has simply made a vow of chastity, she has allowed a
select few of her closest advisors to know the truth.
Bastion Sarlota Otrava, ermordenung, A9: AC 9; MV
15; hp 63; THACO 16; #AT 1; Dmg by weapon or
special; SZ M (5'11"); ML champion (15); SA poison;
SD poison; Str 9, Dex 15, Con 17, Int 14, Wis 16,
Chal7;, AL LG.

The Chain of Succession

Bastion Felix Wachter (698-716)
Bastion Vladimir Denisovich (716-744)
Bastion Sarlota Otrava (744-)

Mordentshire Anchorite Characters

Anchorite characters who follow the Mordentish sect
adhere to the rules for lawful good anchorites presented in
Domains of Dread.

Ste. Mere des Larmes

The Gothic spires of the crumbling Ste. Mere des Larmes
cathedral reach out to the sky from the very center of
Port-a-L ucine. The anchorites here lead a paradoxical
existence, living a detached, hermetic lifestyle in the heart
of the Core’ s most cosmopolitan city.

The anchorites under the wizened Bastion Secousse
have made some minor repairsto their cathedral,
reinforcing areas that were in danger of collapse, but for
the most part they have chosen to preserve the structure’s
decayed grandeur. If not for the flickering lights seen in
the cathedral’ s windows each night, most locals might
still believe the cathedral was deserted.

Most of the anchorites live within afew blocks of the
cathedral, though Bastion Secousse personally lives
within the cathedral itself with afew of her advisors.

Cocooned within, the priests pore over their
rediscovered texts, each anchorite trying to discover their
own, personal understanding of the true nature of Ezra
and Her Grand Scheme. When not busy in research, the
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anchorites heatedly debate each other’s philosophies,
tearing them down through their own interpretations. To
truly understand Ezra, they claim, isto become as one
with Her. Many members of this sect believe that true
understanding of Ezra can come only with the passing of
thislife; some theorize that Ezra watches over them now
so they can prepare to watch over her faithful in the
afterlife. It surprisesfew to learn that most of the
Heresies have arisen from Ste. Mere des Larmes.

The anchorites also continue to explore their
crumbling home. Some anchorites (always from other
sects) spread rumors that the priestsin Port-a-L ucine have
found not one, but three hidden, sealed sub-cellars
benesth their home, one below the next, and that the
priests press further and further into these long-forgotten
chambers, the secrets they find grow stranger and
stranger.

Perhaps the strangest feature of the Ste. Mere des
Larmes, however, isthe one which first greets most
visitors: the glorious stained glassicon of the “ Sainted
Mother of Tears’ herself, identical in all but afew details
to the commonly accepted image of Ezra. It issaid that if
downtrodden souls pray for relief before the image, the
Sainted Mother will sometimes be moved to take their
sorrows onto herself. However, if the supplicant is
insufficiently worthy, the Sainted Mother may unleash her
stored misery onto him!

The anchorites warn of the Sainted Mother’sfickle
kindness with atale about two sisters. One of the sisters
had atwisted leg, which lamed her and made her rely
upon her healthy sister to survive. The lamed sister
prayed for the Sainted Mother to heal her twisted leg, so
that she might no longer be a burden to her bel eaguered
sister. The Sainted Mother answered the prayer, and the
girl walked out on two healthy legs. Then the girl’ s sister
came, and she too prayed for the Sainted Mother to heal
her sister’s leg, for the girl was a burden she was tired of
carrying. Immediately, both her legs twisted and bent,
and she spent the rest of her days begging her healed
Sister for succor.

Bastion Joan Secousse

Joan Secousse has served as the Bastion of Dementlieu
since she founded the sect in 709. Now seventy-four
years of age, she has started evaluating candidates to
name as her successor.

Bastion Secousse has around, kindly face and
twinkling blue eyes. She wears her long, hair tied in a
bun. Once a sandy blond, it has now faded into silver.
Bastion Secousse' s grandmotherly appearance isinstantly
shattered as soon as she speaks, however. Her dialogues
are often so deeply entrenched in highly esoteric,
spiritualistic mysteries that al but her most devoted and
learned followers may find their heads swimming. Sheis
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the type of woman who can convince her listeners that
they do not exist; that they are merely an aspect of a
dream of an entity than can never hope to understand.
Paradoxically, she will then insist that understanding is
all that matters, and she haslittle patience for those who
cannot keep up with her philosophy.

Bastion Secousse is also one of the Obedient, as are
most of her advisors. However, this barely affects their
faith or daily life. Yes, when d'Honaire' s thugs come
calling, the anchorites jump to assist them but for the
most part, the anchorites ignore Dementlieu and
Dementlieu ignores the anchorites.

Bastion Joan Secousse, human female, A14: AC 10;
MV 12; hp 70; THACO 12; #AT 1; Dmg by weapon;
SZ M (57"); ML champion (16); Str 9, Dex 11, Con 8,
Int 15, Wis 18, Cha 15; AL N.

Port-a-Lucine Anchorite Characters

Anchorite characters who follow the Mordentshire sect
adhere to the rules for lawful good anchorites presented in
Domains of Dread.

The Last Redoubt

When Teodorus Raines returned to Nevuchar Springs
after being appointed the Bastion of Necropalis, he and
his followers wasted no time in establishing a worthy
temple. Hisfollowerslaid siege to the local temple of the
Eternal Order, throwing the residing priests out on their
ears and attacking those who resisted them. Bastion
Raines claimed the temple, filled with its ghastly icons of
looming death, in the name of Ezra. Hisfollowersthen
proceeded to smash most of the religious idols and icons
they found, replacing leering stone skulls with cracked
rubble. Now, somehow, the temple appears even more
macabre, having been purposefully crumbled into
premature ruin.

From here in the seat of his power, Bastion Raines
has worked at a feverish pace to spread his version of the
word of Ezra. Asthe Eternal Order collapses, Raines has
spread hisinfluence to fill the gaps, finding a populace all
too eager to listen to him, all too convinced that his
prophecies are eerily reminiscent of their daily reality.
To date, the Nevuchar Springs sect has extended its
fingersto nearly every Necropolitan city east of Il Aluk.
In many of these cities the anchorites have expelled the
priests of the Eterna Order, either destroying or usurping
their temples and property. In other cities, however, the
two faiths are more equally matched, and continue their
verbal and physical skirmishes to capture the worship of
the masses.

Raines’ sect has encountered opposition, however.
The Eternal Order has mounted a strong resistance in

Neblus, preventing the Church of Ezra from gaining any
footholds in their city. Inthe citieswest of Il Aluk,
arriving anchorites find that another usurping faith, the
cult of the Overseer, has already filled the cracks of doubt
the anchorites play on. Like the Church of Ezra, the cult
of the Overseer had been contained to a single city,
Martira Bay, in the years before the Requiem. Now the
rival faiths reach out from their coastal basesto claim the
hearts of the faithful.

Visiting anchorites will notice one feature of the
Nevuchar Springs sect immediately: Bastion Raines has
decided that it is reprehensible to bar the blessings of
Ezrato demihumans, claiming the absence of demihuman
anchorites in the others sects to be the result of cultural
fears and superstition, not the will of Ezra. To thisend,
Raines has alowed demihumans into his clergy, three of
his closest advisors are in fact elves.

Bastion Teodorus Raines

Bastion Rainesis atall, angular man of thirty, with the
face of a scholar but the sleek physique of an athlete. He
has close-cropped, dark brown hair, and a thin scar
running across hislips, areminder of his early daysasan
anchorite in Darkon.

For every convert to his cause, there is another who
calls Teodorus Raines a fanatical madman. This he may
be, but hisfaithis pure. Bastion Rainestruly believes
with all his heart and soul that a monstrous apocaypseis
looming on the horizon. He truly believes that he has less
than a generation’ s time to rescue as many souls as
possible by bringing them into Ezra' s faith. He also
believes that as the Time of Unparalleled Darkness falls
the Legions of the Night will endeavor to destroy his
faithful flock out of spite, fear, and their own evil natures.

Raines is thus a profoundly devout worshipper of
Ezrawith the noblest of intentions, but he is utterly
ruthlessin his methods. Raines and his followers believe
that the priests of all other religions are luring souls away
from Ezra s protection, and thus damning them. If
Raines’ followers do not murder the clergy of opposing
priests openly in the streets, it is merely because they do
not wish to risk legal repercussions or frighten off
possible converts.

The Fall of Night is near at hand, so Bastion Raines
believes, and he will be ready when it comes. In secret
chambers within his Nevuchar temple, Raines has
imprisoned several examples of the Legions of the Night:
werebeasts, a vampyre, undead horrors that fled from |1
Aluk; anything he can capture. When not preaching fire
and brimstone to his faithful, Raines and his trusted
advisors spend their time in these secret chambers,
torturing these captured monstrosities to discover their
weaknesses.
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Bastion Teodor us Raines, human male, A7: AC2
(plate mail + shield); MV 12; hp 42; THACO 16; #AT 1,
Dmg by weapon; SZ M (6'); ML fanatic (17); Str 12, Dex
10, Con 15, Int 16, Wis 18, Cha 13; AL LE.

Nevuchar Springs Anchorite Characters

Full rules for creating player character anchorites
following the Borcan, Mordentish, and Dementlieur sects
were provided in Domains of Dread. The lawful evil
anchorites of Bastion Raines' sect adhere to those rules,
with the following modifications.

Spells: Lawful evil anchorites have major accessin
the spheres of All, Charm, Divination, Guardian, and
Healing. They have minor access to the spheres of
Protection, Wards, Law, and Combat.

Armsand Armor: Aswith al anchorites, followers
of the lawful evil sect can only wear metal armor. Like
the true neutral sect, Bastion Raines allows his followers
to use any one-handed weapon, and requires them to carry
ashield. Furthermore, he requiresthat all of his
anchorites carry at least one weapon on their person at all
times, remaining ever vigilant to the threat of the Legions
of the Night.

Shield of Ezra: The lawful evil Shield of Ezra
performs exactly as described in Domains of Dread, with
this effect: The anchoriteis rendered immune to all mind-
affecting magic. Bastion Raines claimsthis blessing
keeps his anchorites free of corruption.

2
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A YEAR IN RAVENLOFT

... IsalLong, Long Time Indeed

Compiled and Edited by Stuart Turner
stu@kargatane.com

INTRODUCTION

n June and July of 1999, a Kargatane

competition asked people to contribute

holidays, festivals and other significant

dates that might appear on a Ravenloft

calendar. The Kargatane received and

voted on more than fifty entries. This
compilation collects our favorite contributions to the
competition, some of the events that have appeared in
other RavenLorT products, and afew of the Kargatane's
own suggestions.

Ernst Turagdon’s Diary

4™ August, 753

At long last, today | completed gathering information to
help us get by without our Poor Smythe’' s Aimanac.
Drawden will have to learn to be more careful with the
booksin future. Of al the possihilities, losing it to the
Dripping Thing Lurking Among the Raftersis really most
embarrassing. While Mynilar has done his best to find a
replacement copy in neighboring domains, it would
appear that we had one of the last intact versions.

Nevertheless, this exercise has been most instructive
to me. | have, for example, learned that when
interrogating small children one should seat them on a
wooden chair, not a nice upholstered one. | have also
learned to never even bring up the subject of alcohol in
the presence of Mynilar. The room we interrogated the
Invidian merchant in still smells peculiar.

| think | shall send our collection of significant dates
to Lady Kazandra. 1t would seem that the Almanac was
more than alittle out of date with regardsto the
celebrations and festivals of these lands. (Which frankly
should not surprise me for a document that refersto “the
recently-crowned King Azalin”.) | suspect she will find it
useful to plan her holidays.

Asfor myself, | may try and escape this small
bookshop for ajourney to Kantoralater thisyear. The
first new moon of December occurs on the 7", if | an to

believe the Mordentish moon-phase device Holder
obtained earlier thisyear. | think | might enjoy atrip to
Nova Vaasa around that time. . .

January

Fireworks New Year Feast

January 1

Rokushima Taiyoo

The inhabitants of this domain believe that explosives and
fireworks cast away evil spirits, especialy on New Year's
Eve. On the day that opens the new year, in this domain
smokepowder is as precious as gold, since virtually every
individual, even infants and the elderly, welcome the New
Year in such afashion. From midnight on New Year's
Eve to the next one, the sound of exploding fireworksfills
the air, and the entire domain seems to shiver.

Wandering companies of smokepowder experts take care
of organizing fireworks spectacles. The Faira no
Shoukans (or “summoners of flames’) have for
generations provided the best fireworksin all of
Rokushima Taiyoo. Their skills have been demonstrated
by producing anything from a bright cascade in the void,
to aterrifying, fiery dragon. During other times of the
year, the Faira no Shoukans have been known to appear
in other domains.

Fanton Griswold’s Day

January, first full moon

Barovia, Tepest, Falkovnia, G'Henna

Fanton Griswold is mostly a children’stale used by
parents to scare their children into behaving. (“If you
don’t do as mother tells you, Fanton Griswold will come
for your face!”). On Fanton Griswold’s Day, however, no
one in the superstitious domains of the middle Core
speaks the dreaded namein vain. Griswold is alegendary
figure who supposedly bet his face against untold riches
to a hag that he could slay a vengeful dragon. Griswold
lost, and the hag tore away his face and set him to wander
the domains. On the first full moon of the new year, he
plods through the snow of each village, looking for a
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house to enter. On these nights, afamily must plug up its
chimney and surround its house with aring of salt. Of
course, the price of salt generally skyrockets around the
new year as aresult. Those families who cannot afford
the precious mineral must plug their chimneys and wait
up all night for three sharp raps on their door. They must
respond at the door with three long raps and two short
ones. A thumping in the chimney will follow as Griswold
attemptsto climb down. If the chimney is plugged,
Griswold will give up and move on to the next house.
The legend says that if Griswold manages to get into the
house, he will steal the faces of any children who are
present.

Enough occurrences of knocks on doors and sounds
in the chimney have actually occurred in Barovian and
Falkovnian villages to keep the populations steadfast in
their observance of this grim night’ srituals.

Remembrance

January, first new moon
Necropolis
The holiday of Remembrance was created by the Eternal
Order. The day serves severa purposes. Officidly, itisa
celebration that the dead had not returned in the previous
year, and away of warding them for the coming year.
Unofficialy, it simply serves asaway of beginning the
year with a somewhat joyous occasion. The actual church
celebration begins at sundown on the night of the first
new moon of ayear, when the dead are supposed to be
closetotheland. During the day beforehand, people put
up decorations of paper skeletons and tissue ghosts, bake
breads and sweets in the shapes of skulls, take offerings
of food, flowers, or other items to the graves of relatives,
and children create masks to wear during the celebrations.
Jack-o-Lanterns are also carved, due to their supposed
power over the dead and undead. (Some of these may
manifest unexpected powers—see DracoN Magazine
#252.) In the urban areas, great masquerades are often
held to commemorate the day, while in rural areas people
may privately reminisce, or gather the family for a
luncheon picnic among the graves of relatives,
symbolically inviting them to dine with them. When
sundown arrives, people go to thelocal Church of the
Eternal Order for an all-night vigil, praying to the various
powers of death, the dead, the undead, and ancestors to
hold back the spirits of the deceased for one more year.
Since the time of the Requiem, this holiday has
become less popular among some in the community, as
has the Eternal Order. In other areas, the religious aspect
has been de-emphasized and is considered more of a
secular holiday. Oddly enough, despite the macabre
flavor of the holiday, it is one of the few timesin the
Land of Mists where the undead are quieter than usual.
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Whether thisis due to the influence and rituals of the
holiday or simple coincidence is unknown.

February

Day of Silent Hope

February 3

Barovia

A visitor to Barovia on this date might barely know that
any particular event is being commemorated. To an
ethnic Gundarakite, however, this day is an important
reminder of why hope is worth maintaining in the face of
tyranny.

When Duke Gundar was assassinated on thisday in
736, the Gundarakites experienced a brief, but liberating
sense of freedom. Their joy was cut short when Lord
Strahd annexed the lands of the former Gundarak, and
Barovian boyars and burgomeisters moved in to rule over
the natives.

Gundarakites use this day to privately remember
what freedom felt like. Within the confines of their
homes, they pray for the strength to live through thistime
of oppression so that they might again see themselves free
of tyranny. Whether praying to Nerull or the
Morninglord, this helps maintain the guttering flame of
hope they keep deep within their breast for the coming
year.

Obviously, the Barovian boyars and burgomeisters
do not approve of such an event. Used to keeping secrets
from their overlords, however, the Gundarakites are
remarkably adept at ensuring no indication of the day’s
activitiesis seen by the Barovians. Assuch, little action
has been taken to date to stop this day of prayer.

Lucine Carnival
February 20-23

Dementlieu, Mor dent

Every year, the Lucine Carnival attracts people from
domains far and wide. It takes place mainly in
Dementlieu, as name suggests, but lesser celebrations are
also held in Mordent. In Dementlieu it engages workers
from al the guilds of Port—a—Lucine. During the year, the
merchants' guild imports silk and other textiles from
surrounding domains, including the purchase of high-
quality wool from the shepherds of Lamordia. They sell
these textiles to the weavers, who work day and night for
weeks to create shirts and costumes of amazing quality.
Elaborate motifsin gold and silver, resembling flowers or
jewels, adorn many clothes, along with light fuseaux
(pants), pompous brocades and soft cloaks. The
goldsmiths’ guild provides pieces of art manufactured
with the utmost care, like bracelets, earrings and
necklaces. With the aid of the blacksmiths, they work on
metallic masks. In the days before the Carnival women
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and bakers (both in Dementlieu and Mordent) make
nemen, atraditional sweet made of almonds and grain,
and shrapfses, a kind of pancake enriched with sugar and
spices and unusually crunchy. To undertake all of these
activities artisans are sometimes hired from neighboring
domains.

Two specialists play an important role in the
carnival. One isthe famous Lumen Company from
Chateaufaux that organizes Port-a-L ucine’ s lighting.
They are so skillful in placing and arranging rows of
lanterns and oil lamps that the light they provide seems
both magical and natural. The spiral structure of the city
streets allows them to arrange these lights like an
enormous web centering on the Guild Halls at its core. If
the city is seen from a high place, such asthe lighthouse,
this lighting provides a breathtaking vista.

The other speciaistsinvolved are the Faira no
Shoukans from Rokushima Téiyoo (see Fireworks New
Year Feast). They bring avariety of explosives, and
illuminate the festival with fireworks that take the shape
of beasts and dragons in the night sky.

Census Eve

February 28, once every threeyears
Falkovnia, Invidia

Thisisthe evening before Census Day (see below). Due
to the foreboding nature of the Census (when members of
afamily may not return), the tradition of a Census Eve
dinner iswidely followed amongst Falkovnian
communities. The meal isusually one of the best a
Falkovnian will ever have, with foodstuffs and wines that
have been secreted away for this night finally used. Old
oaths are renewed, and births and marriages over the last
few years are celebrated again. Drakov has et this
practice continue, despite the fragment of hope it brings
to hiscitizens, asit usually leads to many long lost
criminals returning home to celebrate with their family,
who can be swiftly snapped up by alert Talon patrols.

March

Census Day

March 1, once every threeyears

Falkovnia, Invidia

One of the constant reminders of Lord Drakov'sinfluence
over his peopleis Census Day, aday of pride for the Lord
of Falkovnia, and of fear for all his subjects. The taking
of the infamous Census has been conducted on this date
every three years (due to the length of time it takesto
process the reports from each Census) ever since its
induction in the year 701. The 18th and most current
Census was taken in 752. Drakov initiated the Census
after hisfirst failed invasion of Darkonin 700, to
determine the number of fit troops that might be available

for use in his campaigns against the wizard-king. It has
since become his personal inventory of the masses he
commands.

Falkovnian citizens hear of the Census’ imminence at
the beginning of the appointed year, the news spreading
across the Core lands like wildfire. The reason for its
importance issimple. On this day, every Falkovnian is
judged and told how they will serve their lord for the next
three years of their life.

On the morning of the Census, each citizen must
report to their hometown in Falkovnia (or, if born in
another domain, to the closest Falkovnian troops
barracks) to register their details. These include name,
occupation (whether soldier, bureaucrat, trader or slave),
hometown, sex, age, race, and rank under Drakov’s laws.
Theranks, in order of social status, are General, Captain,
Lieutenant, Soldier, Trader, Ward of the State, Foreigner,
Criminal and Enemy of the State. Visitorsto Falkovnian-
ruled lands may cometo realize that there is very little
difference between the status of “Foreigner” and
“Crimina”. Thisis also the day when new births—if not
already registered—are recorded, and the branding with
Drakov’ s Falcon takes place.

The most dangerous offense a citizen can commit is
to not turn up to the Census. If acitizen failsto present
himself or herself, they are summarily condemned with
the rank of Criminal. At the dawning of the next day
(March 2nd), areport is drawn up to be presented to the
local Captain, including alist of al Criminals. Thelocal
militia hunts down these criminals, and if found, they are
presented before their Captain for suitable punishment. If
they remain elusive after ten days, however, they become
an Enemy of the State and are hunted by the Talons. This
isajob they perform exceedingly well—they will hunt as
long as necessary to catch their prey, and, in most cases,
no Enemies live to register for the next Census.

New Year’s Day

March 1

Sithicus

March 1st is celebrated by the Elves that have made it
through the harsh Sithicus winter alive. The elves pray
and fast during the day, giving thanks to the gods and
expressing hope for the coming new year. They also
mourn and remember those they lost during the previous
year. Thisorigin of this holiday isthe formation of the
domain of Sithicusitself, which occurred during the
month of March.

Rose Day
March 9

Dementlieu, Richemulot, Mordent, Necropolis
Rose Day isaday for romance. On Rose Day, itis
traditional for young men to present tokens of affection to
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young ladies. It is considered unlucky for aman not to
give agift, or for ayoung lady not to receive one. Itis
also considered unlucky if awoman gives a man a gift on
Rose Day. Roses are considered an especially lucky gift.
Further, on Rose Day it is traditional to place garlands of
flowers over the door and windows of one’s home. On
Rose Day, many cities and villages hold community
dancesin the evening, a holdover from the ancient origins
of the holiday. Thisholiday is afavorite in Dementlieu,
where the wealthy frequently exchange slightly risqué
gifts such aswine and lingerie.

Spring Mourning

March 21

Vorostokov

In most lands and domains, the first day of spring isa
time of celebration. Thisisnot so in the eternal winter of
Vorostokov, however. Spring Equinox has become
Spring Mourning, aday in which the people of this frozen
land mourn for the loss of normal seasons, aswell as
those who have passed on during the preceding year. The
Boyar and darklord of the land, Gregor Zolnik still insists
that his Boyarsky have aday of revelry and celebration
within the confines of hishall. The party usualy turns
gruesome as the werewolves transform to go hunting
among the villages. Thus, among the poor villagers, the
day has come to signify loss. A typical Spring Mourning
involves visiting the graves of those lost the preceding
year, followed by sprinkling seeds on the frozen gardens,
asymboalic gesture of hope, although mostly futile. As
evening comes, the villagers lock themselvesin their
houses and wait, sleeplessly, for dawn to come, while
listening to the howls of the wolves.

April
Semaine dela Mode
April 1-6
Dementlieu
The Semaine de la Mode (or Fashion Week) is an event
held every year in the ballroom of the Grand Hotel in
Port-a-Lucine. During this week the famous and beautiful
gather for a series of presentations where gorgeous
women from Dementlieu and nearby domains exhibit the
styles and clothes that will set the trend for the coming
year. Famous couturiers (dressmakers) include Ezio
Figari, Jacques Sole, and Catherina Bonaerotto, who is
responsible for giving rise to the use of unique hats
among the women of high society.

Governor Chief Conseiller (Counselor) Dominic
d’ Honaireis an active sponsor of this event, and is aways
in the first row watching with enthusiasm when the
models make their appearance. Dominic has, in the past,
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been found in compromising positions with the models
during the event.

Among the current crop of beautiful ladies who take
part in the twice-daily modeling galas is Josephina
Antonette Dugarrie, the Reigne Primtemps (Spring
Queen) for the last sixteen years. Many women have
wondered at the everlasting beauty of Josephina, which
by all accounts has not lessened since the day she was
first voted Spring Queen, in 736. Some have stirred
emotions by claiming that their own beauty seemsto have
been lost since Josephina began appearing at the Semaine
dela Mode. Others spread rumors that she has been to
Ludendorf where expert doctors have conducted sensitive
operations on her face, or that she wears special makeup.
More sinister whisperings imply that Josephina has rarely,
if ever, been seen during the day.

St. Nathan’s Festival

April 1-7

The Shadowborn Cluster

This festive week marks a gathering of championsin
Nidaliato compete in along tournament to determine the
most powerful men in the cluster. Folk travel from miles
around to witness the festivities, which include jousting,
hand-to-hand combat, and other physical sports. The
winners of the tournament are declared on the seventh
day, and have the honor of accompanying Lady Faith-
hold, the ruler of Nidalia, in aquest to root out an evil
monster of Faith-hold's choosing. (Of course, Faith-
hold’ s tainted pal adinhood means that these missions may
be colored by her own warped view of evil.)

The Day of Unspoken Talents

April 11, once every threeyears

Vistani

ThisisaVistani celebration of, ironically, both pride and
humility. It occurs but once every three years, from dawn
to dawn. During that period, no practicing Vistana over
five years of age will speak, at least in ordinary
conversation. To do so would show excessive hubris, and
invite some personal disaster. Instead each Vistana, from
youngest to oldest, will display and practice whatever
talents they have: singing, dancing, cooking, acting,
juggling, riding, craft-making, fortune-telling, spell-
casting, wrestling, wiggling the ears, you nameit.
Especially appreciated are hidden talents, and many
Vistani will go out of their way to revea “new” skillson
this day.

If circumstances alow, atribe will, without asking,
peacefully but insistently invade the nearest non-Vistani
settlement and perform for the residents, for once
expecting (and taking) nothing in payment, but looking to
the giorgio for appreciation and, in the case of contests,
fair judging. Outsiders are not asked to join in any of the
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activities or perform for the Vistani, but are looked on
very favorably if they do. If there are no neighboring
settlements at the time (or if they are simply too hostile),
the Vistani will celebrate amongst themselves. No
warning is ever given to outsiders that the Day of
Unspoken Talents is coming, nor any direct explanation
offered of its significance. If necessary, however, a
designated, natural storyteller, preferably a child, will
recite afable extolling the virtues of self-love,
cooperation, and family pride, while denouncing personal
pride and selfishness.

The Vistani are unnaturally brave and secure on this
day, and even mortal enemies are strangely reluctant to do
anything but watch the festivities.

Bleak Morning (1)

April 21

Falkovnia

Bleak Morning is an unofficial day of mourning in
Falkovnia. The dates remembered are those on which
Vlad Drakov initiated attacks on Darkon, and horribly
failed. Each day isregarded as aday of the dead, as
almost every family in Falkovnia has lost at least one
relative on the battlefields.

Drakov has forbidden his populace from any outward
show of mourning on these days, as they remind him of
his defeat. Most Falkovnians, however, hold short,
somber sermons in the privacy of their homes or with
families to venerate the dead, and pray, against al
probability, that VIad will not send their sons out to war
again.

Several bards have written songs and dirges
especialy for these days. The most infamousisasatiric
song, ‘My Friends Are Dead But Still They Dance'. Itis
accompanied, when performed, by stiff, jerky dancing.
The song is most popular with Falkovnian children, but
even they are wise enough not to sing it in the face of the
Talons.

May
Feast of the First Epiphany
Early May

Borca, Mordent, Dementlieu, Necropolis and others
The Feast of the First Epiphany is an important holiday
for the Church of Ezra, held on the first day of worship in
May. The exact date of the holiday varies from region to
region. For more information on this event, see the
article “Anchors of the Faith” within The Book of Secrets.

Bolshnik Day
May 20
Nova Vaasa

This date marks the birthday of Prince Othmar of the
Bolshnik family, the most powerful in NovaVaasa. In
Kantora, where the Bolshniks live, the morning
celebrations involve a parade of the family’s cavalry and
militia, as they march to Castle Stonegard for inspection
by the Prince.

The event, however, which drives most of the activity
on this day, is Prince Othmar’ s gracious reduction of the
sales tax from 100% to a paltry 25% on this day aone.
This has a massive impact on the markets of the cities,
with merchants trading at a frenzied pace as they try and
take advantage of the “low” tax rate. Horsetradingin
particular is popular, with many breeders bringing their
youngest foals to market especially for this day.

Prince Othmar also sponsors a competition for the
finest horse of the market, asjudged by the Captain of the
Prince’ s cavalry. Itisagreat honor for a horse breeder to
have one of their horses selected by the Captain, and
usually dramatically increases the asking price for their
horses.

June

Meistersinger Contest

June, Summer Solstice

Kartakass

This day serves both a political and a social purposein
the domain of Kartakass. Not only isit a celebration of
music and song for the people of the villages of
Kartakass, it elects the Meistersinger for the coming year
in each village. Itisabirthright of al bornin Kartakass
to challenge for the position of Meistersinger.

The event actually begins the night before the
summer solstice, when the Meistersinger throws an
extravagant masgquerade at his or her place of residence.
Invitations are issued to many of the wealthy residents,
but any bards who wish to attend may do so without a
written invitation. Within the major townships of Skald
and Harmonia, costumes at this masquerade can be
extremely elaborate and expensive. Vast quantities of
meekulbrau can be found at the party in almost any
village.

The purpose of the gathering is to allow intending
challengers to the current Meistersinger to sign up for the
competition to follow on the summer solstice. Itisthe
birthright of any Kartakan citizen to challenge the
Meistersinger at the annual contest, but in reality the
expensive costumes and aristocratic nature of the parties
in the larger towns means that poorer bards are unable to
sign up for the contest. Of course, most Kartakans would
also suggest that a poor bard is an unlikely candidate to
be able to defeat a Meistersinger!

After signing up, the contestant must sing a prelude
to the guests, to preview their singing abilities.
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The next day, at dusk, the entire village gathersto
listen to the singing contest at the local common. In
Harmonia, thisis held at the Amphitheater, while in Skald
the common lawn at the center of Upper Skald isused. In
smaller towns, the local hall or tavern may be used. So
important is singing in the lives of the Kartakans that this
event is extraordinarily popular, leaving the rest of the
town practically deserted.

Before the contest begins, and out of sight of the
audience, atraditional toast is made by the Meistersinger
to his competitors.

“Oh, let us sing with joyful tones a song that stirs us
to our bones. And should we fail to win the crown, oh, let
uswillingly step down.”

The battle between the Meistersinger and challengers
takes place over severa rounds. Inthefirst round, the
competitors enter the arenaand all begin singing
concurrently. Each sings a different song, competing in
both volume and timbre for the audience’ s attention.
Contestants leave the arena (and the competition) if they
find themselves unable to attract an audience among the
chorus of voices, or if they find their voice incapable of
singing for such an extended period of time (as this battle
may last for half an hour or more). Once the number of
competitors has been reduced to a more manageable
number, each competitor sings individually to the
audience. Based on the audience reaction, the current
Meistersinger selects five challengers to continue into the
second round.

The next component is a contest of rhetoric (although
many will claim that this is more about insults than witty
retorts). Each of the five remaining contestants are asked
why they are fit to rule that village, as the others interject
with quips and jests. At the end of the round, the
Meistersinger asks the audience for applause for each of
the contestants, and judges the most popular.

The third round is a one-on-one challenge between
the sitting Meistersinger and the winner of the second
round. Each sings amorafor the crowd, most frequently
atraditional song that the audience knows. The audience
then selects the winner, usually chanting the name of the
bard they wish to rule as Meistersinger for the coming
year. Itisarare occurrence for aMeistersinger to be
ousted in one of these contests, with most retaining the
position for many years.

(See the novel Heart of Midnight for additional
details.)

Night of Bright Truths

June, first full moon

Nova Vaasa

The Night of Bright Truthsis the evening on which Nova
Vaasans believe the moon to be the brightest of the entire
year. Thisisanight when Baneis closely watching those
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who rule Nova Vaasa, ensuring that the divine right of
rulersis maintained, and that none are overstepping their
power. AsBaneis considered to be paying close
attention to his followers on this night, it isalso believed
that no lies can be told.

This makes the Night of Bright Truths an important
political day for Nova Vaasans. A council of nobles,
representing each of the five ruling families, meetsin
Kantora on this night to discuss and resolve important
issues. Although only one of a series of regular meetings,
many decisions are actively delayed until thisnight in
order to ensure that the most honest and responsible
outcome is reached.

Among the rest of the people of Nova Vaasa, this
night is usually considered a night for family to gather
and talk of the past year, noting the lessons they have
learned and the goals they have achieved. Thisisdoneto
humbly inform Bane of the many ways in which they have
improved themselves, thereby increasing their station in
life.

Thisis aso afavorite night for young men to propose
to their potential future brides. It is said to guarantee the
couple along and fruitful marriage if the lady saysyeson
anight when no lies can be told.

Noctis Lupus

June or July, during full moon

Verbrek

Noctis Lupusis aholy day devoted to the Wolf God. The
god embodies ferocity and fighting and the day’s
activitiesfollow similar lines. During the day, the
werewolves who celebrate this occasion hold
competitions with each other. Each pack will hold its
own celebrations, although sometimes more than one
pack may get together for the nighttime revelries. The
competitions during the day include various forms of
fighting between the werewolves, and occasional fight
with captured humans. One favorite sport played on this
holy day involves splitting the pack up into four teams.
Four goals are set up on afield, one facing each of the
compass points. A skull of one of their brethren is used
to represent their god. The team to get the skull between
their goal is honored or blessed by the god.

As night falls, the werewolves gather around a site
chosen and prepared earlier. A huge bonfireis
constructed, and nearby trees are decorated with runes
and pictographs. Some of these are prayers to the Wolf
God, while others depict the life of the werewolves.
There is always one tree chosen as the totem (sacred
pillar) for the night which is decorated from top to bottom
with furs, feathers and skins. The werewolves of the pack
socialize until afew hours before midnight, when the
music is commenced. Harsh drumbeats are fervently
played by some of the werewolves. The werewolves use
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peculiar instruments, including dead trees which have
been hollowed out and turned into some sort of drum.
The werewolves start dancing around the fire, chanting,
screaming, roaring, and howling at the moon. As
midnight passes, an elder or dominant werewolf will
make a sacrifice of asmall animal (but it may be
something larger, such as a stag or human). The
dominant werewolf will do this by ripping out the throat
of the sacrifice, and filling a sacred bowl with the victim’s
blood. The bowl is blessed by one of the priests, and then
passed around for each to drink from.

Another specia event this night is the Moon Dance.
The dance is an offering of body and soul to their god,
who is symbolized by the moon. Five werewolves are
chosen to perform the Moon Dance. This bloody ritual is
conducted by taken long strips of leather, and placing
them through gashes under the skin of the nominated
dancers. The other end of the leather strap istied loosely
around the totem pole, allowing the dancer to move easily
around the tree. The werewolves then dance around and
around the totem until they are disconnected from the
pole by the leather or (worse) their flesh tearing, or until
they collapse from exhaustion. On rare occasions, they
may reach sunrise.

While the dance continues, the rest of the
werewolves will watch or celebrate by indulging their
passions for blood and violence. This may include killing
or hunting other smaller animals, and sometimes an
unlucky human captive will be their plaything for the
evening.

Alfred Timothy and his family will alwayslead the
rites and celebrations for their own pack. Typicaly,
Timothy will use the area of the Circle for their
celebrations.

July

Summer’s Night

July 10

Lamordia, Dementlieu, Falkovnia, Mordent

This holiday, which started in Lamordia, has spread
slowly to its bordering domains. This holiday started in
Lamordia as a celebration of the warmest day of summer,
and is said to keep winter’s grasp away for alonger time.
People in Lamordia celebrate this holiday by shedding
their bland and dark garments and wearing light and
bright colored clothing, aswell as having afestival
dedicated to the time of summer (and to alesser degree
surviving the harsh Lamordian blizzard that is winter).
Before the festival, women go out during the day and
collect bright flowers with which to weave amask. They
ignore white flowers and darker blooms, preferring bright
colors to match their clothes. The men also gather
flowers and form crowns from them, however their colors
are limited to whites and dark hues.

For the duration of the celebration the men represent
the time of winter and the women are a representation of
the summer season. Near twilight, people gather in a
forest meadow away from the village and begin the
celebration with atraditional dance, which represents the
summer conguering the winter. Many fed this traditional
dance must be done or the summer will no longer
continue and winter will arrive abruptly. Others believe
in thisto alesser degree, believing that there will be an
early winter if the danceis not performed.

In the surrounding domains this holiday has spread
to, the superstitious elements have been lost (though the
danceis till performed), and it has become more of a
midsummer’ s festival during which masks are worn. In
these other domains the masks can range from elaborate
feathered monstrosities in Dementlieu to painted wooden
masks in Falkovnia

Singing Tree Day

July 12

Kartakass, Sithicus

On this day, many people from Skald, Harmonia, and
other communities travel to a massive and ancient hollow
oak tree that stands in the woods west of Skald. All of the
pilgrims first gather outside Skald where, with the aid of
some volunteers, the two meistersingers give to all the
new participants a flask of meekulbrau and a scroll
containing amora. People who have taken part in a
previous Singing Tree Day keep their empty flasks, filling
them from abarrel provided by the Meistersinger of
Skald, and their scroll. At midday, they form a
procession to the main square of the Skald and then, after
an opening song (sung by everyone) they depart, guided
by the meistersingers of Skald and Harmonia (dressed in
green and brown). During the subsequent 3-hour march
al chant some suitable mora. Asthey enter the gladein
which the tree stands, Skald’'s Meistersinger calls up the
god of music, Milil, and all the spirits of the forest to
bless the gathering. At the same time, Harmonia's
Meistersinger plants a sapling of meekulbern, praying that
it enriches the earth as music enriches mortal life.
Everyone then drinks from his or her flask, and campsin
the glade.

Around 4 PM atraditional singing contest begins.
Every singer sings the mora on his or her scroll, and the
crowd elects awinner and five runners-up. A small piece
of bark from the sacred tree is given to each runner-up.
Usually, they fix it to a string, making a pendant that is
rumored to empower mora related to the forest. The
winner, in addition, receives three leaves from the tree
and is expected to enter the tree’ shollow. There, the
winner improvisesamora. A popular belief holds that, if
correctly interpreted, the song will give hints on the
bounty of the weather and the crops of the next year,
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sinceit is reputed to be inspired by the tree, a spirit of the
land. Attending scholars are charged with the task of
writing the song down. Finaly, the two Meistersingers
read the text of the mora, and break up the gathering.
Werebeasts often hide among the crowd to feed on
loiterers.

A similar occurrence, called “Prophecy Day”, takes
placein Sithicus. Two elven burgomasters lead the
procession to the Prophet Tree, offering cider to all the
participants. After ceremonies similar to the Kartakan
ones, they ask the participants for avolunteer. This
volunteer will be chained to the Prophet Tree, charged to
sing itsvaticination. If the next year will be bountiful and
prosperous the elf will intone a neat sweet melody.
Otherwise the song that is sung will be amournful dirge,
similar to the one previously used by Lord Soth to close
the borders of Sithicus. Since the singer cannot stop his
voice while he' s singing, if the song is of the latter type
the singer may go mad. Thus, whileit isrisky to chain
someone to the treg, it is the only way to for the
burgomaster to ensure a prediction. Regardless of the
outcome of the prediction, the volunteer isregarded as a
hero by all.

Flaming Hor se Festival

July 27

Hazlan

Thisisthe only major festivity permitted in Hazlan, and
isaresult of Hazlik’slifein his homeland of Thay, where
the fire god Kossuth isworshipped. In the lead-up to this
day, awooden horseis built in every town by skilled
craftsmen, with the finest wood available. Artificers
works on these horses, placing iron cylinders throughout
the wooden constructions containing pockets full of
flammable oils.

On the day of the celebration, endurance contests for
the men and boys of the village are organized, and the
community eats meals together in the common-houses.

At night, the artificers set alight the cylinders placed
within the wooden horses, giving the impression that the
mane, the tail and the hooves of the horse are burning.
Eventually, the entire horseisin flames, forming alarge
bonfire around which celebrations continue into the night.

August

Good Trollings Day

August 1

M ordent

Good Trollings Day (referring to itsuse in fishing, not in
the monster) is atime of celebration in Mordentshire. For
aperiod of two weeks, the very best fish that are pulled
out of the Sea of Sorrows are saved in tanks, and on
August 1st, they are thrown back into the sea. The exact
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reason for thisis unknown, but it isaritual that has been
performed for amost 200 years, and the inhabitants of
Mordentshire are not about to break tradition now.

After the very best are given back to the sea, the
people of town feast on fish and vegetables, and a type of
alcohol flavored with boiled seaweed. The feast is held
on the docks, and small candles held in paper globes
illuminate the festivities.

Bleak Morning (11)

August 14
Falkovnia
See Bleak Morning (1), April 21.

Bleak Morning (111)

August 26
Falkovnia
See Bleak Morning (1), April 21.

September

Bleak Morning (1V)
September 1

Falkovnia
See Bleak Morning (1), April 21.

Cloudberry Harvest

September

Tepest

Cloudberries are atype of fruit gathered by Tepestani to
make the sweet cloudberry wine. The natives have found
cloudberries almost impossible to farm, so the harvest
period involves excursions into the forests of Tepest to
find the wild growths of the cloudberry bush.

Unfortunately, cloudberries are most often found in
remote locations, on steep hillsides near the lakes and
rivers of the region. Even more unfortunately, the end of
fall marks the peak of goblin raids and attacks as they
attempt to store food for the coming winter, so thereis
much danger for the harvesters. Asaresult, the
harvesters always work in groups during the day, usually
with one of the stronger men of the village to guard. Itis
arare year, however, when someoneis not lost to the
troublesome goblins.

The completion of the harvest is marked by a day-
long festival in the village, celebrating not only the
harvest end, but the last great gathering before winter sets
in. The day is spend tying bright ribbons around the
village, and beginning the crush of the harvest of
cloudberries.

After the day’ sjoviality, the town gathersin the
evening for a dightly more serious affair. Infront of a
large fire, a captured goblin is sacrificed by one of the
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harvesters. Thisis both a sacrifice to the godsto ensure a
good harvest next year, and amemoria to those who lost
their lives during this year’ s harvest. Often, the person
chosen to make the sacrifice is one who was close to a
victim of the harvest goblin attacks.

After the last screams of the goblin have ceased, the
townspeople eat together, and drink the first bottles of last
year's cloudberry wine. It issaid that if the previous
year's harvest produces a high-quality wine, the coming
winter will be milder and easier to bear. Many have
noted that a good wine can warm many cold winter’s
nights, so there is probably alot of truth to this belief!

Summer’s End

September 1-7

Barovia

For one week, the buildings of the Village of Baroviaare
decorated with red, orange, and yellow streamers,
signifying the colors of autumn and the ending of another
summer. Onthefinal day, thereis alarge feast where
everyone gathers in the town sgquare, where tables are set
up and everyone eats together. Thefestival isheld in late
summer/early fall, when thereis still plenty of light.
Everyoneis still inside before dark (not even this yearly
celebration can keep the villagersin Barovia out past
dusk), but many households join together to continue the
revelriesinside.

Dancio
September 14

Invidia, Richemulot
Thisday is devoted to the art of dancing with context to
romance and passion. Typicaly it is celebrated mainly
among the upper classes, but other citizens also enjoy this
day in adifferent style. Large social functions, such as
balls, are held inviting an array of local people and others
from surrounding domains. The festivities start early in
the morning and continue well into the night. The balls
are elegant and regal affairs, with awards given for best
couple, best dressed, and other categories. The host is
expected to provide the prizes for those honored with
awards. All guests are expected to participate in the
dancing, which includes waltzes and other formal
ballroom styles. The host will sometimes have atheme
for the gathering, such as Masquerade or Fairy Tale.
Among the poorer classes, other forms of celebration
take place. The taverns throughout these domains
prepare feasts of food and wine and serve on the street,
where dancers perform around blazing fires. Unlike the
refined steps among the aristocracy, the dances performed
here are generally rowdy, taking a more energetic form.
The atmosphereis friendlier than at the formal affairs,
and the celebrations usually continue into the night, until
the alcohol disappears.

The date falls on the birthday of the head of
Richemulot’s Dance Academy, Hellene Kougler, who
founded the tradition. Sheintroduced the celebration to
Invidia shortly after Bakholis' death (730), where the
event caught on with a passion.

Hellene, however, was not the true founder of this
day. Shefirst observed the event when accompanying a
group of Vistani. Once she had recorded what she saw,
she brought it back to Richemulot, where she introduced
the concept to the aristocracy of that domain. The Vistani
celebrate this day in asimilar fashion, and with
exceptional intensity. The Vistani sometimes become so
involved with their dancing that they dance themselves
into hallucination, or until they collapse.

White Day
September 23

Dementlieu, Richemulot, Mordent, Necropolis

White Day is the counterpart to Rose Day (see March 9).
On White Day, it is young ladies who are to present
young men with gifts. Aswith Rose Day, it is considered
unlucky for awoman not to give a gift, or for ayoung
man not to receive one. Asbefore, itisbelieved to be
unlucky for aman to give awoman agift of White Day.
A box of white candies is considered an especially lucky
gift. Further, on White Day, it istraditional to decorate
the door and window-frames of one's home with white
streamers. As with Rose Day, many communities hold
evening dances to celebrate this holiday. White Day is
particularly popular in Dementlieu, where the Masgue de
Couer, a prominent yearly masquerade, is held.

Harvest Festival
L ate September/October

Karina, Invidia

Invidia has increasingly become known for its fine quality
wine and other exotic drinks. Asthe popularity of its
produce has grown, so has the size of the annual Karina
Harvest Festival. Taking place over the week before the
first full moon in October, the population of Karina more
than doubles for the duration of the event.

The Festival is agrand event, which encompasses
most of East Karina. Essentialy, the week is spent
drinking and celebrating the end of the Invidian harvest,
while partaking in the vast array of alcoholic beverages
the region produces. Asthe city isusually overflowing
during the occasion, the celebrations are literally held
anywhere, spilling out onto the streets from wine gardens,
or at temporary marquees where winegrowerstry to
convince drinkers of the superiority of their drink.
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Several events are held during the Festival. On the
third day, a wine-tasting contest is held, with the most
respected vintners of the area judging the winner in
various categories. The winnersinvariably run out of
produce by the end of the Festival four days later.
Weddings are often scheduled during the Festival, and
when this occursit is usually permissible for any onlooker
to join the celebrations. In some of the seedier locations
of Karina, drinking contests are held among rowdy
groups of inebriated men.

The vilest event on the carnival’s calendar is the
annual Dog Fights, organized by Nathan Timothy (and
some of his associates). Held somewherein the
Falkovnian quarter, the location of the fightsis always a
closely kept secret, and is attended largely by a contingent
of werewolves from the nearby Verbrek. The event
involves the pitting of defenseless humans against trained
attack dogs, the audience watching with sickening
excitement at the battle.

(For additional information on the Harvest Festival
and the Dog Fights, see The Evil Eye.)

October

Noctur ne

October, first new moon

M ordent

On this night, the Mordentish believe that the borders
between the living world and the Other Side weaken,
allowing the spirits of the dead to enter this world and
return to their mortal homes. The way in which this night
is marked varies significantly, depending on the desires of
the residents of each home.

Those who want the departed to return their homes
(such as households who have lost a dear family member)
place alit lantern in their window and leave the door
unlocked. Any mortal who enters their home should be
welcomed with a cooked meal, as the dead return home in
the “borrowed” bodies of the living. The guest is treated
with the same respect they would give the person whose
memory they are honoring.

Others not wishing to admit the spirits of the dead
(for whatever reason) hang a lantern from the front door,
with ametal sleeve that only alows light to filter through
aleering Jack-o-Lantern face. Thisissaid to scare off the
spirits who may be returning to the house.

Scholars have noted that there are no records of this
custom until late in the 500s (by the Barovian calendar),
though none are sure why the tradition suddenly emerged
at that time. The tradition appearsto be losing
popularity, possibly due to the growing relationship with
the more cultural and less superstitious domain of
Dementlieu. A more likely reason, however, isthe
growing number of younger people in Mordent treating
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the night as an excuse for hooliganism, and a chance to
get free dinners.

Bleak Morning (V)

October 6
Falkovnia
See Bleak Morning (1), April 21.

November

Festival of the Dead

November 12

Necropolis

In the time before Azalin used his doomsday device and
devastated the land, the residents of Darkon spent much
time honoring the dead, due to their belief that they would
one day rise up and reclaim the land for their own. Since
Darkon’ s transformation into Necropolis, the nature of
much of the honoring has changed somewhat, due to the
belief that the Ascension has already begun.

Originally a celebration initiated by the Eternal
Order, thisfestival was designed to give thanks to the
dead for both the protection they offered the people of
Darkon (as evidenced by the dead rising against
Falkovnian attacks), and for not yet reclaiming the land of
theliving for their own. The day was spent in alarge
town gathering, where residents would wear grotesque
masks to represent the dead, and would celebrate with
music, drink and revelry for many hours. The
celebrations had to end by sundown, however, so that
none of the living walked the streets after nightfall. The
Eternal Order preached that since the living and the dead
could not celebrate together in one place, the living would
celebrate during the daylight hours, while the dead would
consume the night with their own celebrations. Paintings
on the walls of temples of the Eternal Order sometimes
depict this event, with fetid corpses wearing human
masks, and celebrating with torture and desath.

The events of the Grim Harvest, however, have
changed the way this holiday is celebrated. Asthe
Eternal Order slowly loses its power without the force of
King Azalin to support it, the people are slowly beginning
to disregard the original premise of the holiday. The
people are beginning to celebrate into the night, ignoring
the original reason for remaining indoors at that time.

This effect is less notable the closer one gets to the
Falkovnian border. There, where the dead have risen yet
again to defend the lands since the Grim Harvest, respect
for the dead has continued almost unabated, so in towns
like Nartok the holiday has been virtually unaffected.

Primeur

November, 3rd Thursday
Dementlieu, Richemulot
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Primeur is the first day when the wine of the past year is
ready to drink. A holiday more for nobility, each noble
attempts to be the first to offer his friends the newest
wine. Aspart of thetradition, there is arace of wagons
from the nearby wine farms to the noble estates, each
driver trying to get an advantage over hisrivals by any
means. Often terrible accidents happen during thisrace
and the precious liquid is spilled, but such setbacks are
nothing compared to the social gain of being thisyear's
Primeur King or Queen.

December

Night of Dark Deeds

December, first new moon

Nova Vaasa

For Nova Vaasans, this day is the exact opposite of the
Night of Bright Truths (see June). On this evening, Bane
isthe most distant he will be all year. Interestingly, this
has remarkably different effects on different sections of
the community.

In general, people consider it unwise to believe
anyone on this night. Business people will refuse to make
decisions, no one will ask for advice, and any rumors
spread will be dismissed as nothing but rabble-rousing.
The council of nobles does not meet during the week
either side of the Night of Dark Deeds, for fear of the
night’slies tainting their acumen. No oneis ever asked to
make avow or a promise on this day, asit istaken to
mean nothing without the eyes of Bane watching over the
pledge. Familieswill often gather together in their homes
on this night, as on the Night of Bright Truths, but instead
they choose to remain silent, preferring the solemn quiet
to the possihility of lies being uttered to family members.

While some fear this time of year, and the untruths it
brings, others revel in the absence of the watchful eye of
Bane. During the night, taverns and gambling houses are
filled with people wishing to take advantage of the
situation. Houses of ill repute often serve unexpected
clientele, and the streets become fighting grounds for
those who have repressed their anger in the face of Bane,
but are al too eager to take action on this night.

Unsurprisingly, the crime rate soars in the cities of
Nova Vaasa on the Night of Dark Deeds. It would seem
that for some, the pleasure of indulging their vices
extends much further than drinking and gambling, as the
number of murders on this night usually exceeds the
number in any other month of the year.

Day of the Hawk

December 20

Falkovnia

Though Vlad' sreal birthday was lost forever in the
journey from Krynn to Ravenloft, the ruler of Falkovnia

and his Talons have chosen a specific day to
commemorate his birth.

This day was orchestrated some years ago by the
head of the Talons, in order to serve as a monument to the
greatness of their ruler. Though the folk of the land are
loathe to celebrate such an event as Drakov’ s birthday,
they are forced to go along with the celebrations by the
Talons.

Across al of Falkovnia, thisday isaholiday. People
shut their shops down so that they can watch or join the
parade devoted to Drakov. No one has to work this day.
Some places are forced to shut down by the Talons in
order to watch one of the parades.

For Drakov, the day begins at his castle, Draccipetri.
Supplicants seeking for afavor from Drakov, or looking
to increase boost their image in his eyes, gather and wait
to speak with him. These people generally come with
gifts, which may include gold, information or even
women. A limited number of these people get to speak
with Drakov for ashort time. Drakov listens, and if heis
not pleased with what he hears then the gift-bearer may
end up as part of the night’ s entertainment. Later in the
morning, Drakov performs a symbolic branding of several
children that have been born since the last Census.
Privileged families will often actively seek to have their
child branded personally by Drakov.

A little after midday, parades are conducted all over
Falkovnia, usually marching through the main road of
each town or city. The parades are generally a solemn,
dismal affair, as the people are forced to attend by the
Talons of every village and town in Falkovnia. Banners
are flown, crude floats are made, and fake battles are
conducted using wooden weaponry. The Talons watch
over the parade, being careful to look for anyone making
amockery of their ruler. In Lekar, Drakov himself joins
the parade asit nears its end, and those that make an
effort in the parades are sometimes rewarded handsomely
later by the Hawk himself.

Asthe celebrations in the towns die down, a special
evening is prepared for Drakov. Asmany as forty people
areimpaled on tall, thick stakes within the walls of
Draccipetri, and on this night he callsin asmall chamber
orchestrato accompany their screams. If Vlad does not
particularly enjoy the evening, it is possible that the actual
orchestra may become part of the bloody entertainment.

Winter’'s Moon

December (last full moon)

Markovia

The inhabitants of Markovia know pain, perhaps better
than any others. The creatures that Lord Markov has
created wander the domain, existing in squalor and often
agony. They do, however, have their moments of
contentment and happiness, and one of those momentsis
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during Winter’s Moon, afestival held on the last full
moon of the year. At sundown, groups of Markovians
gather together around alarge bonfire and cry towards the
heavens, showing that they are strong. After a half-hour
of crying to the sky, they feast on the woodland creatures
they have hunted and dance around the fire. Many
compete in feats of strength and endurance. The
celebration lasts well into the morning, by which time
most participants have collapsed from the exhaustion of
the celebration. To outsiders, the celebration would seem
strange, primitive, and brutal, but to the Markovians, it is
awonderful night.

Darkest Night

December, Winter Solstice

Necropolis

Like the Festival of the Dead, this occasion isaresult of
the legends regarding the Hour of Ascension, where the
dead rise up to reclaim the land. Unlike the Festival of
the Dead, this day is marked by fear rather than
celebration.

On Darkest Night, the moon does not rise over
Necropolis. Itissaid that on this night, the dead are
closer to the land of the living than at any other time of
theyear. The Eternal Order preaches that if the dead
have not been properly honored over the past year, thisis
the most likely time at which they will reclaim the land
fromtheliving. In order to avoid attracting the attention
of the dead, on this night all lights across Necropolis must
be extinguished. Not one candle may burn during the
night, lest the dead use it to lead them to the living world.

Since the Requiem in 750, this day has become even
more feared by the people of Necropolis. Despite the
declining power of the Church of the Eternal Order, this
night continues to be commemorated with great fervor, as
it isthe anniversary of the wave of energy that destroyed
Il Aluk. Many residents see this event as the Hour of
Ascension itsdlf, and that it was just the start of the dead’s
reclamation of their lands. As such, the years since have
seen even greater adherence to the tradition, with many
households even covering reflective surfaces to avoid
reflecting the dim starlight of the night. Those who lost
friends or family in the destruction of Il Aluk also usethis
night to sit in silent remembrance of their lives.

(For additional information on Darkest Night, see the
Requiem: The Grim Harvest boxed set.)

Credits
Martin Becker L ee Campbell
Primeur New Year's Day
Breno Colom “JorGL each”
Semaine delaMode Fanton Griswold’s Day
John W. Mangrum St. Nathan's Festival
Bolshnik Day Traini Massimo
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ON THE ROAD

VWANDERING STORY SEEDS

by Steve Miller
ergothian@aol.com

Note: Thetext of thisarticleis ©1999 TSR, Inc. All
Rights Reserved. Do not redistribute without this
copyright notice.

ere are some itemsto throw in the way of

the player characters as they travel from

one place to another, between adventures.

| hope you enjoy/find ause for them. Let

me know! Remember, there are no

random encountersin Ravenloft. |
suggest reading them, picking the ones that you think will
be of most capable of sparking roleplaying within your
party of player characters. (Although, frankly, they also
work just fine as hack ‘n’ dlash if that’s the group’s cup of
bloodwine.)

No levels are given, but in general the encounters
have been run with parties ranging in levels from 5-10.
They were used in a personal campaign of mine that was
set in the Southern Core, but they should be easily
adaptable to any domain or campaign setting.

DAYTIME ENCOUNTERS

2d10  Result

2 Leucrotta

3-4 Abandoned and Ransacked Bandit Camp
5-7 Wolfweres

8-10 Disguised Order of Guardians Members

11-13  Bandits
14-16  Shepherds and Livestock
17-18  Overseers and Peasants
19-20 Travelers

Leucrotta

There are 1d4 of these foul beasts lurking in aravine
some distance from the road, well out of sight. They use
their mimicry ability to lure the party closer and then leap
out to attack. The party can search for their lair, but it
takes 1d6 hoursto locate it even with experienced
trackers; the creatures’ treasureisin thelair, and thereis

a 10% chance that an immature leucrotta of half strength
isalso present.

Leucrotta (1d4): AC 4, MV 18; HD 6+1; hp 55; THACO
14; #AT1; Dmg 3d6; SD kick inretreat; SZ L (7' at
shoulder, 9" long); ML Elite (14); Int average (8-10); AL
CE; XP 975.

Abandoned and Ransacked
Bandit Camp

The party comes upon asmall campsite. It has recently
been abandoned and a search reveals that it was most
likely attacked; blood spatters can be seen on the
belongings that have been left behind. The firepit
contains cold (1-4 on ad6) or lukewarm ashes (5-6). The
party cannot determine who attacked the party or how
large the group was because the ground is either too hard
or too thoroughly trampled.

Searching the camp reveals mostly ruined equipment
and spoiled rations, but one of the following items of
valueisalso found (determined by aroll on ad6): 1. 2d4
copper pieces. 2. 3d6 silver pieces. 3. A potion of
healing. 4. A scroll of protection fromevil. 4. 1d4 gems
of random value. 5. A map of Hazlan. 6. A scroll with
1d4 random wizard spells on it.

If awider search of the areais conducted, the party
finds 1d3+1 corpsesin aravine, afew hundred yards
from the camp. The bodies have already been looted for
valuables. The victims were bandits from the camp and
are dressed in ragged clothing. They were killed in one
the following fashions (roll d6): 1. Bitten and trampled to
death (by the leucrotta), 2-3. Butchered by some savage
beasts with large claws (either wolfweres or werewolves),
4-6. Killed with swords.

Wolfweres

The party encounters 1d4 wolfweres. They are posing as
lost travelers and ask to join the party. If allowed to
travel with the group, they wait until nightfall, use their
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lethargy ability and attempt to slay one party member and
then flee. If overwhelmed by player characters, or in
some other form of danger, they beg for their lives,
offering the party the treasure they are carrying (which
should be randomly generated by the Dungeon Master,
with the addition of a pipes of sewers). These wolfweres
are young and have left their home in neighboring
Kartakass on adare. They promise not to attack other
travelersif their lives are spared.

If the party kills the wolfweres and this encounter is
generated again, there are 1d4+4 wolfweres who are bent
on revenge for the killing of their friends. If the party
spares the wolfweres and encounters the creatures again,
the wolfweres beg for their protection; they are being
stalked by two werewolves who are intent on killing
them. If the party protects the wolfweres, they are
rewarded by the creatures showing them a symbol that if
displayed on their clothing will insure their safety from
wolfwere attacks while the party isin the Ravenloft Core
domains. (Thissymbol will protect the party from
wolfweres 75% of the time, but only if they are civil to
the creatures. Conversely, it causes werewolves to attack
50% of thetime. Thereis nothing magical about it, but
rather it is a symbol that shows the party are under the
protection of powerful wolfweres from Kartakass.)

Whether the party resolves this encounter by killing
the wolfweres or showing them mercy, it should be
awarded XPs as though the creatures were defeated.

Wolfweres (1d4): AC 3; MV 15; HD 5+1; hp 40;
THACO 15; #AT1 or 2; Dmg 2d6 or by weapon; SA
singing brings on lethargy; SD iron or +1 or better
weapon to hit; MR 10%; SZ M (4'-7"); ML Elite (14); Int
high to exceptional (13-16); AL CE; XP 1,400.

Disguised Order of the
Guardian Members

These characters are members of a secret society devoted
to the gathering of powerful magical items and artifacts
that might be used for evil. One or more of the magic
items owned by the party may be among those the
Guardians seek.

The Guardians ask to join the party as they travel
along theroad. “Safety in numbers,” they say. They take
stock of the party if they are allowed to join them.

Once they determine the party is carrying an item
they want, their leader reveals their true nature and asks
that the party travel with them to the nearest stronghold of
the Order. They know as much information about the
Ravenloft domains as the Dungeon Master wishes to
impart.

If the party refuses to go with the Guardians, they
monks depart peacefully. They only engage in combat
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against the party if they are attacked first. The Guardians
will first attempt to subdue the party, with the leader
attempting use hold spellsto do so. Failing this, they will
attempt to withdraw. If the party does not allow their
retreat, they fight to the death. If any Guardians escape,
they report the attack to other monks. From that point
forward, any Guardians encountered in the region will
have as many hold person spells memorized as they can.
They will immediately attempt to capture the party.

Each group of Guardians encountered includes at
least one 5™-level cleric, who acts as the leader of the
group. All others are 1%-level clerics.

Order of the Guardian senior monk, male human, C5:
AC5 (chain mail); MV 12; HD 5; hp 42; THACO 18;
#AT 1, Dmg 1d6+1 (enchanted horseman’s mace); SA
spells; SD spells, turn undead, 25% magic resistance; SZ
5'11"; ML Elite (14); Str 12, Dex 13, Con 17, Int 14, Wis
17, and Cha 14; AL LG; XP 3,000.

Special Equipment: Mace +1, holy symbol

Spells Typically Memorized (6/5/2): 1st—bless,
command, cure light wounds (x2) curse, invisibility to
undead; 2nd—nhold person (x2), dust devil; 3rd— cure

disease, locate object.

Note: This character has the Order of the Guardian kit, described
in full in the Champions of the Mists accessory. The kit gives these
characters a 5% magic resistance per level and grants them a5%
chance per level to recognize famous artifacts on sight.

Order of the Guardian monks, male humans, C1
(1d6): AC 10 (no armor); MV 12; HD 1; hp 4;
THACO 14; #AT 1, Dmg 1d6 (quarter staff); SA spells;
SD spells, turn undead; SZ 5'-6'; ML Elite (14); Int 10;
AL NG. XP 35

Special Equipment: holy symbol

Spells Typically Memorized (roll 1d6 to select 1
spell per monk at random): 1: bless, 2; curelight
wounds, 3: curse, 4: command, 5: invisibility to undead,
6: light

gl]\lote: These men are rank-and-file members of the Order who do

not use the Order of the Guardian kit and therefore do not gain its
benefits.

Bandits

These cutthroats are comprised of amix of the Core's
outcasts, having fled their homelands for reasons that are
often known only to them. They are united in their lust
for mayhem and the robbing of innocent travelers,
however.

Each bandit group has a preferred set of tactics—
some may just rush travelers while others may attempt to
set traps or stage clever ambushes. The Dungeon Master
is encouraged to differentiate between these bands of
marauders should the party encounter more than one, and
possibly even give some personality to one or more of



BOOK OF SECRETS: RUNNING RAVENLOFT

members. (Of coursg, it is also possible that the party
meets the same group more than once. For example,
rather than killing a group of bandits, the party may
instead intimidate them into fleeing. In such a case, the
bandits will either flee once they recognize the party, or
they may have changed their tactics and be laying in
ambush. There are no limits to what the Dungeon Master
can do with this encounter.)

All bandit groups are led by a3"-level fighter while
the rest of the group are 1%-level. Most groups are
human, but the Dungeon Master can include demihumans
in the mix if he or she chooses.

Bandit L eader, human male or female, F3: AC 8
(leather armor); MV 12; HD 3; hp 13; THACO 18; #AT1,;
Dmg 1d8 (long sword); SZ M (5'-6"); ML Elite (14); Int
high (13); AL NE; XP 120.

Bandits, human males and females, F1 (1d10+3):
AC 10 (no armor); MV 12; HD 1; hp 4; THACO 20;
#AT1; Dmg 1d6 (short swords or clubs); SZ M (5'-6');
ML average (8-10); Int average (8-10); AL NE; XP 15.

Shepherds and Livestock

These O-level NPCs are either young boys (1-4 on a d6)
or young girls (5-6) either tending livestock in afield or
leading it down the road. They are also accompanied by
two herd dogs—German Shepherd-like animals. If they
are moving along the road, they are on their way to the
nearest settlement. There isonly a 10% chance that any
of the youngsters speak a broken dialect of alanguage
known to the party. Even so, they are more curious about
than apprehensive of the player character party. If they
are traveling along the road, they invite the party to travel
with them, taking them to the nearest settlement (whichis
their destination).

If the party menaces the shepherds or the livestock,
the dogs move to defend them. The shepherds each have
2 hit points. The Dungeon Master should pick whatever
livestock seems appropriate.

Herd dogs (2): AC 7; MV 15; HD 2+1; hp 10;
THACO 19; #AT 1; Dmg 1d4 (bite); SZ M (5’ long); ML
average (8-10); Int semi- (3); AL NE; XP 65.

Overseers and Peasants

There are 4d10+10 peasants tilling fields, repairing
buildings or roads, or engaged in some other form of
labor. Thereisenough interest in whatever their task is
on the part of the local lord that he or she has assigned
overseers to see that the task is done properly and in a
timely fashion. Thereis one overseer present for every
10 workers.

The workers do not approach the party and they seem
very apprehensive if any of the party members approach
them. They anxioudly direct the heroes to their nearby
overseers. The workers only speak the native language of
the domain.

The Dungeon Master should roll ad6 to determine
what the overseer is doing when the party arrives: 1-2.
Lounging in the shade; 3. Sleeping in the shade; 4.
Inspecting a broken tool in the field as other workers
stand by idly; 5. Whipping alazy worker; 6. Lounging the
shade with a sweetheart.

The overseers are friendly and helpful, so long asthe
party doesn’t interfere with the workers. They angrily
challenge the party over any interference and order one of
the workers to fetch some law enforcersif the party
doesn’t stop their distractions. (Whatever militia or
police force that exists in the domain attempts to take the
party into custody 2d4 hours later, assuming the worker
getsaway.) All the overseers speak a broken version of a
language known to the heroes. They can impart whatever
information the Dungeon Master wants the party to know
about the local region.

Theworkers are all 0-level NPCs with 1d4 hit points
each. The overseers are 1%-level fighters with statistics
that conform to those of Hazlan's enforcers. 80% of both
workers and overseers are male.

Enforcers, human males and females (Mulan and
Rashemi), F1, (2d20): AC 7 (studded leather); MV 12;
HD 1; hp 9; THACO 20; #AT 1; Dmg 1d6 (short sword)
or 1d2 (whip); SZ 5 to 6 1”; ML steady (11-13); Int
average (8-10); AL any N or E; XP 15.

Travelers

There are avariety of other travelers that may be
encountered on theroad. They are mostly O-level,
although some may be more interesting in nature. The
Dungeon Master should roll 1d6 to determine exactly
who (or what) the party meets.

1-2. A caravan of wealthy merchants and their
servants traveling the opposite direction of the party. The
merchants know a language spoken by the heroes and
they can share whatever information the Dungeon Master
wishesto impart. They are heading to the nearest city and
invite the party to travel with them.

3-4. A group of 1d4+2 paka (RavenLorFT Monstrous
Compendium I11) ask to join the party (“ Safety in
numbers. . .). They attempt to rob the party that night,
athough they do not try to kill them. If shown mercy, the
paka spread the word to others of their kind that the party
are not as evil as other humans. Future encounters the
party has with pakawill be more friendly, and perhaps the
paka might even attempt to recruit the party to help with a
problem they are faced by.
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5. A traveling entertainer in a brightly painted wagon
is heading for the same destination as the party. He or
she can provide information about Hazlan, as well as any
other domain in the Core that the Dungeon Master wishes
the party to have information about. (The Dungeon
Master can turn to Children of the Night: Werebeasts for
an excellent NPC who can fill this role—the cursed
Professor Arcanus. The included scenario can also be
used, as the Professor invites the party to attend his show
once he has set up at his destination.)

6. The travelers are wolfweres moving about in their
humanoid form. If the party already encountered the
wolfweres above but didn’t kill them, the creatures might
now be on the run from werewolf stalkers. If the party
dlew the previous wolfweres, these creatures are looking
for revenge. There are 1d4+3 wolfweresin this group.

NIGHTTIME ENCOUNTERS

2d10  Result

2-3 Werewolves

4-5 Wolves

6-8 Hag (Annis)

9-11 Alon the Rashemi Vampire

12-13  Arielathe Mulan Vampire

14-15 Necromancers and Zombies

16-17 Travelers

18-20 The Banshee and the Bandits
Werewolves

These creatures are on the trail of a party of with whom
they have arivalry. However, they are not above
attacking other travelers they encounter.

When first met, the werewolves are in their human
forms, appearing swarthy and dark-eyed. Their clothing
isdusty and slightly ratty in appearance, lending them the
appearance of individuals who been on the road for some
time. They claim to be bounty hunters from Barovia,
searching for a band of monstrous cutthroats; if the party
encountered the wolfweres, the description given by the
werewolves matches them exactly.

If the party knows nothing about the wolfweres or
lies about having encountered them, thereis a 65%
chance the werewolves continue on their way without
further harassing the party. Therest of the time, however,
the werewolves merely go out of sight, change into their
hybrid forms and circle around to attack the party.

If the party is displaying the symbol given them by
the wolfweres, there is an 85% chance that the
werewolves attack as described above. If attacked by the
party first, the werewolves attempt to retreat, intending to
ambush the party later. If the party pursues, however,
they change to their hybrid forms and attack, fighting to
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their deaths if necessary. (If the werewolves are allowed
to flee, they ambush the party at some later time.)

Note: DMs with access to the Children of the Night:
Werebeasts AD& D adventure anthology may wish to
replace this encounter with the mini-adventure featuring
Mother Fury and her lycanthropic followers. The
adventure might cause the party to stray from the current
plotlines of the DM’ s campaign, however.

Lycanthropes: Werewolves (1d4+2): AC 4; MV 18; HD
4+1; hp 25; THACO 15; #AT1; Dmg 1d8 (long swords,
human form) 2d4 (claws or bite attack, hybrid form); SA
surprise; SD hit only by silver or +1 or better magical
weapon; SZ M (5'11”-6"); ML Steady (12); Int average
(8-10); AL CE; XP 420.

Note: In the Demiplane of Dread, there is a 2% chance per point
of damage inflicted by alycanthrope's attack. The damage must be

inflicted by the natural weapons of the lycanthrope; teeth, claws, or (in
the human or demihuman aspect) unarmed attacks.

Wolves

These animals appear on a nearby ridge and start howling
at the night sky. There are 2d4 of them.

If the party launches an attack on them, they will
likely flee. However, thereis a 20% chance that one of
their number is actually awerewolf in his or her animal
form. If awerewolf is present, the pack does not flee but
instead responds to party hostility by merely appearing to
flee. They stage an ambush somewhere nearby, attacking
the party within 2d6 rounds following theinitial contact.
Use the werewolf stats presented under the “Werewolves’
encounter, above.

Wolves (2d6): AC 7; MV 18; HD 3; hp 10; THACO 18;
#AT 1, Dmg 1d4+1 (bite); SD +1 savevs. charm; SZ S
(3'-4’); ML average (10); Int low (5-7); AL N; XP 120.

Hag (Annis)

The heroes hear the sound of awoman crying out in pain.
If they go to investigate, they find a beautiful, rag-clad
young woman at the bottom of a 20" deep pit; by all
appearances, she has just fallen through the covering that
hid it from sight. She claims her ankle is twisted and that
she can't stand. She weeps hysterically and begs the
heroes to help her.

The maiden in distressis actually an annis who has
changed self into aless monstrous form. She continues to
play the helpless maiden (giving a sob story of a brutal,
misshapen beastman husband that forces her to forage for
food even after dark if she does not return with any) until
she has been pulled out of the pit and the majority of the
party isfussing over her. . . at which point she revertsto
her true form and focuses her round of attacks on any
obvious mages, or the most powerful-looking warrior.
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The annisfights to the death if necessary, although she
will attempt to cast fog cloud and flee the party should
they prove to be too powerful for her to defeat.

Hag (Annis): AC 4; MV 18; HD 7+7; hp 57; THACO 10
(includes +3 to-hit bonus for 18/00 Str); #AT3; Dmg
1d8+8/1d8+8 (claws)/2d4+1 (bite); SA surprise SD
edged weapons cause 1 point less damage against an
annis; SZ M (5'11"-6"); ML Champion (15); Int very (11-
12); AL CE; XP 4,000

Alon the Rashemi Vampire

Alon is a stocky, Rashemi male in tattered clothing whose
skin appears ashen gray. Heisahate-filled creature who
delightsin using his vampiric powers to terrorize and
spread pain and suffering. Rashemi are a human subrace
that are oppressed by the Mulan minority in their
homeland of Hazlan. Although Alon accepted his place
as a second-class citizen when he walked among the
living, he has become obsessed with proving his
superiority to al non-Rashemi Mulan. He delightsin
creating fledgling vampires and then sending them on
excursions that are likely to get them destroyed or
maimed. He particularly delights in torturing any
traveling Mulans he might encounter.

When he has one or more vampire slaves, Alon
himself has merely harasses travelers. He does this by
sending waves of summoned animals at those who camp
under open sky at night. (There are anumber of peasants
in the region who are secretly Alon’s charmed human
servitors; they inform him of travelers along the road.)

Alon does not attack the party unless asingle of its
members can be caught alone. However, during the
swarming of the animals, he can be heard laughing
maniacally somewhere in the distance. (Should he
manage to corner a solitary character, like asentry or a
hero out for alate night stroll, he proclaims his
superiority before killing him or her. He also playswith
his victim, further underscoring his superiority in his
mind. The truth, however, isthat Alon is little more than
acowardly bully. . . and a somewhat dimwitted one at
that. He only speaks or understands Thayvian.

This encounter occurs only once per night. If itis
generated again, run the “Mulan Vampire” encounter
below.

Alon, male fledgling vampire: AC 1; MV 12, fl in bat-
form 18 (C), fl in gaseous form 9 (E); HD 8+3; hp 30;
THACO 9 (adjusted for Str bonus); #AT 1, Dmg 1d6+4
(Str bonus); SA level drain, charm ability (-2 to saving
throw to resist); SD +1 or better weapon to hit,
regenerates 3 hp/round, immune to sleep, charm, hold,
poisons, paralysis, and cold- and electricity-based attacks;
SZ M (57"); ML average (10); Int average (10); AL NE;
XP 6,000.

Note: Alon has been avampire for alittle over ayear, hence he
has not yet developed all the powers enjoyed by older vampires.

Avriela the Mulan Vampire

This sparsely tattooed young Mulan woman is a vampire
who is athrall of the Rashemi vampire detailed in the
previous encounter. Named Ariela, she was once a
wizard at Hazlik’ s academy; shefell victimto Alon’s
unholy hunger several months ago. Sheis disgusted by
what she has become, but is even more tormented by her
servitude to the crude and entirely inferior beast that is
Alon. Further, heis bent on humiliating her in every
conceivable way to prove to himself that heisn't inferior
to Mulans; rather, that the oppositeis the case.

She approaches the party under the pretense of being
atraveler who was separated from her party during a
bandit attack. As sheinteracts with the party, she
receives an Intelligence check. If the check fails, she
follows the command she was given by Alon—which was
to attack and destroy the first humans she encountered on
her wanderings that night.

If the check is successful, Ariela manages to shake
off Alon’s domination for afew moments. Shereveals
her true nature to the player characters and begs them to
destroy her before she can no longer resist her master’s
voice. She asks, however, that they do her two favors.

First, she begs that they kill her vampiric sire, a
monster in the form of aman who first forced thisterrible
state upon her and is now sending her into the countryside
to murder innocent travelers, al to prove his superiority
to her, being that heis a Rashemi and sheisaMulan. She
tellsthe party exactly where hislair is. (Itisanearby
cave complex. Itisguarded by traps, various lesser
undead, and maybe aweak vampire or two.)

Second, Ariela asks the party to deliver aletter of
apology to her master, Hazlik the Red Wizard. She gives
the party aletter written in Thayvian on crumpled,
bloodstained parchment. (It isjust abrief letter,
expressing her sorrow for not being able to complete her
magical training under his firm guidance, or even able to
complete the trip she took to gather rare spell components
for him. She aso says how sorry sheisthat she hasfailed
him by not being able to fend off the fiend that turned her
into one of the undead.)

Although Arielawantsto die, Alon’s control over her
reasserts itself as soon as sheis attacked, which includes a
player character trying to drive a stake through her heart.
She fights until sheisreduced to gaseous form, at which
point she flees back to her coffinin Alon’slair. The party
can then put her to final rest.

Alon’s death can be as hard or as easy asthe
Dungeon Master chooses to make it.
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Ariela, female fledgling vampire; AC 1; MV 12, fl 18
(C) in bat-form, fl 9 (E) in gaseous form; HD 4+3; hp 30;
THACO 13 (adjusted for Str bonus); #AT 1; Dmg 1d6+4
(Str bonus); SA level drain, charm ability (-2 to saving
throw to resist); SD +1 or better weapon to hit,
regenerates 3 hp/round, immune to sleep, charm, hold,
poisons, paralysis, and cold- and electricity-based attacks;
SZ M (57"); ML Champion (16); Int exceptional (16);
AL NE; XP 5,000.

Spell in memory: magic missile

Notes: Ariela has only been avampire for afew weeks, hence she

has not yet gained the full power of the standard version of these
monsters.

Necromancers and Zombies

These spellcasters are either from Hazlan (1-4) or from
Darkon (5-6). If they are from Hazlan, they are al
Mulans. They are highly skilled necromancers and joined
by 2d10 zombiesin servant garb. The zombies are well
preserved and cared for, and the party may not recognize
them as undead immediately. (The Dungeon Master can
cal for Intelligence checks after afew minutes of
speaking with the wizards.) A stench of decaying bodies
hangs about the wizards and the zombies, however.

The necromancers are friendly and outgoing and
invite the party to share their camp. They have ahigh
opinion of the political leader of the domain they hail
from, particularly if that leader is the domain lord.

If the party attacks these wizards, the zombies come
to their defense. Onein three zombies is under the effect
of an augment undead spell (as found in Domains of
Dread.).

Necromancer s, male and female humans, M5 (1d3):
AC 6 (armor spell); MV 12; HD 3; hp 7; THACO 20;
#AT 1, Dmg 1d4 (dagger) or by spell; SA spells; SD
spells; SZ 5'-6'1"; ML dlite (14); Int 13; AL any E; XP
650.

Special Equipment: 1d6 vias of different acids, 1d6
pouches of misc. powders (1d200 gp value).

Spellbook (4/2/1): 1st— armor*, burning hands,
chill touch, detect magic, detect undead, identify, jump*,
light, magic missile, read magic, unseen servant*; 2nd—
flaming sphere*, locate object, spectral hand, whispering

wind*; 3rd—augment undead*.
* |ndicates memorized spells.
** |ndicates spell included in Domains of Dread.

Travelers

This group of travelersfailed to reach their destination
before nightfall. They are most likely camped by the side
of road, although the Dungeon Master might choose to
have them still moving, if it seems appropriate. (For
example, if the heroes have camped, the NPCs may
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approach them with the excuse that there is safety in
numbers.) The Dungeon Master should roll 1d6 to
determine exactly who (or what) the party meets.

1-2. An enforcer and 15 prisoners. The prisoners are
all shackled together. The enforcer speaks only afew
words of alanguage spoken by the party and is extremely
paranoid. All the prisoners are 0-level Rashemi, and the
enforcer isaMulan with standard enforcer statistics. (If
rolled more than once, treat as “no encounter.”)

3-4. A Mulan femae wizard and a Rashemi male
wizard are traveling to or from Ramulai in Hazlan
whichever direction that the party isheading in. They are
traveling in the same direction as the party. They are
both 5"-level wizards who are interested in spells of
darkness, light, and shadow. They prefer to do all their
traveling at night.

The pair is deeply devoted to each other, sharing a
love for each other, the night, and the dark magical arts.
If the party threatens one, the other will come to his or
rescue. Similarly, if one should die at the hands of the
party, the other, if he or she survives, will devote their
every waking moment to gaining revenge. (The pair keep
their romance a secret because of Hazlan's cultural
mores.)

Although they have no interest in sharing the party’s
camp site, they are willing to alow the heroesto join
them on their journey to Ramulai. They can tell the party
any information the Dungeon Master wishesto reveal
about the domains of the southern Core, and they always
speak in the most glowing of terms about their leaders of
Hazlan and the people of their land.

5. A group of Vistani (amysterious gypsy-like
people who wander throughout the Ravenloft domains)
are camped by the road. They will happily share their
camp with the party and are even willing to perform song
and dances and other entertainments provided the party is
willing to pay. They can aso reveal anything the
Dungeon Master wishes the party to know about the
Domains of Dread.

If the Dungeon Master wishes, one of the scenarios
from the AD& D adventure anthology Children of the
Night: Vampires can replace this encounter. Thetragic
tale of Alexi, avibrant Vistani boy turned into avampire
might work nicely here. Thereisarisk that it might
distract the characters from the overall thrust of the
campaign, but the Dungeon Master can add a
fortunetelling or other bit of character action that might
help keep the focus. Also, the Dungeon Master might
consider replacing Runold in the adventure with Alon, a
Rashemi vampire detailed in one of the other encounters
in this section. In such acase, the party would need to
encounter Alon before they encounter Alexi.

6. The travelers are werewolves moving about in
their humanoid form. These werewolves might be
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interested just in having a bit of dinner, and the party
might ook tasty.

The Banshee and the Bandits

This encounter pits the party against one of the most
vicious groups of bandits roaming the Barren Lands of
northern Hazlan. It starts with the party hearing gruff
voices laughing and whooping somewhere off in the
barren hills. Moments later, a winsome elf lass appears at
the top of a hill, bare-foot and dressed in tattered
clothing. She sways for a moment, then pitches forward
and rolls down the hill toward the party. When the party
investigates, they find that sheis bleeding from many
deep stab wounds, has been beaten severely and seemsto
be having a hard time breathing. “Help me,” she moans.
“Don’t let them hurt me anymore.”

Before the party can take any other action—except
maybe start an attempt to help the elf—a number of men
appear on theridge. The leader says heis Shayn the
Swift, and orders the party to get away from his “toy.”

He further adds that any elf wench in the Barrensis histo
do with as he pleases. If the party doesn’t comply, he and
his men attack them.

The heroes have one round to attempt to help the
nameless elf while Shayn makes introductions. That,
however, simply isn’'t enough: She is dying both from her
wounds and from poison in her system, put there by
Shayn’s dagger of venom. With afinal gasp and aweak
spasm, she dies.

The party can fight Shayn and his men for two
rounds. Then a spectral, glowing form rises from the
dead f; it resembles her, except the formisclad in
glistening elven chain mail and carrying along sword
with elven runes carved into the blade. Her faceisa
grimace of pain and ghostly tears stream from her eyes,
which burn with intense hatred. “Foul beasts,” the spirit
hisses.

The elf has risen as a banshee, her soul trapped in the
hatred she felt for her killers at her moment of death. The
low-level banditsimmediately flee in terror while the
party members and Shayn must roll fear checks.
Regardless of how the rolls turn out, the banshee cries,
“You will never hurt anyone again!” And then she issues
adeath wail.

If any bandits survive, she hunts them down and slays
them with her phantom sword. Shayn she leavesto the
party, but if they have not finished him by the time she
has killed all the surviving bandits, she attacks him as
well.

If the party attacks the banshee, she retreats from
battle. “I do not hold any ill will toward you,” she says,
remaining out of melee range. She apologizesif any
party members fell to her death wail, but says that she
could not help it. She says that she can make things right

again, if the party gives her the chance. If the party
persistsin their attacks, the banshee goes wild and attacks
them, weeping and crying that she doesn’t want to hurt
them, but that the very beating of their heartsis tearing
her to pieces.

If the party gives the banshee a moment, she gazes at
the fallen bandits, alook of peace softening her features.
“The hate inside me, the pain . . . it wastoo great,” she
says. “I had to make them pay for what they did to me. .
. the unspeakable things . . .” She grimaces and winces as
though feeling a sudden pain, and her focus returns to the
party. “My killers have most of my belongings, but | hid
my most valuable treasures just before they captured me.
Among theitems | managed to hide is a steel rod shaped
to look like intertwined branches. It isapowerful artifact
that can raise the dead. One of your slain companions
can be brought back from the dead each day, but only if
they were men or women of good hearts. Quenesti Pah
will not give her power to recall evil beings from beyond
the Misty Veil.”

The elf introduces herself as Alrahannarasha (“ but
you can call me Hanna"). She promisesto show the
heroes where she hid the artifact if they make her two
promises.

First, she wants them leave her body unburied,
stating that she wishes al of Nature' s facetsto take part in
reclaiming it. Second, she wants them to |eave a matched
set of bracelets that she hid along with the artifact with
her body. “They were gifts from my husband and | would
like them to remain with me. They are dll | have to
remember him by at this point. Y ou can keep al the rest
of my valuables. . . the beasts that killed me already have
them.”

If the survivors agrees to the banshee' s terms, she
takes them to a small pile of rocks about a mile from
where the combat occurred. Here, under aflat rock and a
bit of dirt, is a matched set of delicate silver bracelets,
along with the steel rod Hanna described. The bracelets
are worth 160 gp each while the “artifact” isin fact a
standard rod of resurrection with 24 charges. 1t will
bring any character back from the dead that a priest using
it chooses to resurrect as long as it has charges remaining.
(The party will not be able to recover these items without
Hanna s assistance.)

Upon recovering the treasures offered by Hanna, the
party will likely wish to search the slain bandits. Aside
from their weapons and armor, each man carries 2d6 cp
and 1d6 sp.

In addition, Shayn possesses a dagger of venom; a
pouch with 4 pp, 6 gp, 9 sp, and 2 cp; and a small
backpack containing a canteen of water, three days of
dried fruit rations, afinely crafted belt that fits the Slender
waist of an elven woman with two sheathed daggers on it
(the daggers are non-magical, but the belt has an ornate
silver buckle worth 35 gp), aring that appears to be made
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of freshly twisted twigs (a+ 1 ring of protection), a pouch
containing two 50 gp gems, 21 pp, 13 gp, 9 sp, and 11 cp,
and a sealed scroll case made from highly polished wood.

As the party searches the bandits, the banshee asks
one more favor of them. She asks that they deliver the
sealed wooden scroll caseto Eleni of Toyalis. Itisa
message from Lord Mayor Mason of Har-Thelen to the
other ruler and it was the elf’smission to deliver it. She
saysthat sheis certain Eleni will reward them if they
complete her task. The elf does not know the nature of
the message, only that it relatesto Mason’ s fear that a
particularly evil dwarf named Azrael might be plotting to
murder him. (If the heroes break the seal, the letter is
indeed a request from Mason for Eleni to convince Hazlik
to send him a bunch of wizards to serve as his
bodyguards.) If the party does not wish to deliver the
message, the banshee does not take offense; she
undertook the mission only to get out of Sithicus.

Once the party’ s search is of the bodies is complete,
Hanna suddenly trembles and moansin pain. She looks
at the heroes with a confused expression. “I thought it
was just the presence of those vile men that was causing
me pain,” she muses. “But you, who are not evil, are
making my soul ache just asmuch . . . even more, in fact.
And the pain is growing worse with each moment.”

If any of the player characters have extensive
knowledge of undead, they can explain to the elf what she
has become. Sheis saddened by this fact, but till
believes her revenge against her abusers was worth it.
She encourages the party to leave quickly because the
pain is getting to the point where she won't be able to
tolerate it for much longer.

Hanna does not wish to be brought back to life, if
asked. “My beloved husband died last year and | have
nothing left to live for,” she says. She aso states that she
intends to remain with the body until it has decayed,
protecting it from looters and other men who would defile
it. Sheiswilling to permit the party to move the body to
alocation that is isolated from where the living might
easily find it, however.

Hanna permits a player character to perform funeral
rites or otherwise bless her body if asked, but only after
learning something about the priest’s faith. She followed
Quenesti Pah, a goddess of healing and fertility that is
worshipped by a handful of elvesin the domain of
Sithicus. If the priest’s god is of asimilar nature, or at
least not opposed to the values that a goddess of healing
and fertility represents, she permits the blessing. Once
the body has been blessed, the banshee’ s pain seems to
ease. Moments later, she startsto fade from view. She
thanks the priest for his blessing, but urges the party to
please heed her requests regarding her body and
bracelets. (If they do not, the banshee may reappear later
in the campaign.)
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Dungeon Masters should award XPs asif the party
“defeats” Hanna if they resolve this confrontation through
roleplaying rather than combat. The award may be
reduced if they decide to steal her bracelets or bury her
body against her wishes.

Banshee (“Hanna”): AC 0; MV 15; HD 7; hp 48;
THACO 13; #AT1; Dmg 1d8 (spectral long sword or
touch); SA death wail; SD immune to sleep, charm, hold,
and cold- and electricity-based attacks; SW dispel evil:
MR 50%; SZ M (5'); ML Fearless (19); Int exceptional
(15); AL CE (with swiftly fading NG tendencies); XP
4,000.

Note: Hannaisturned as a“specia” undead. She takes 2d4
points of damage if holy water is splashed upon her.

Shayn the Swift, half-elf male, F7: AC 1 (chain mail
and Dex bonus); MV 12; HD 5; hp 60; THACO 14;
#AT2; Dmg 1d8 (sabre) and 1d4+poison; SA poison; SD
30% resistance to sleep and charm spells; SZ M (5'-6');
ML Elite (14); Int high (13); AL CE; XP 1,400.

Special Equipment: Dagger of venom with 2

charges | eft.

Note: Shayn uses a two-handed fighting style similar to that of
rangers and he has an unusually high Dexterity that offsets the two-
handed fighting penalty.

Bandits human males, F3 (5, plus one additional per
party member): AC 8 (leather armor); MV 12; HD 2; hp
15; THACO 20; #AT1 or 2; Dmg 1d6 (short swords) or
1d6 (short bows); SZ M (5'-6"); ML average (8-10); Int
average (8-10); AL NE; XP 65.

Note: Three of the bandits have bows and six arrows each. These
men will try to hang back and fire arrows at the party. These archers

are worth 120 experience points if defeated by the party.
2
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GUNDAR

Sometimes They Come Back

by Pierre “Gomez” van Rooden
gomez@ttpdiskad.nl

BIOGRAPHY

undar, former Duke of Gundarak, has

never been known to be a subtle man—

indeed, he is known by hisformer

subjects as a cruel despot, a madman

known to fly in an uncontrollable rage at

the merest dight. Now freed from his
domain, heisaterrible force, leaving atrail of bodies
behind him as he and his band of brigands roam the Core
with only one goal in mind: vengeance.

Former Darklord of Gundarak
Gundar of Hunadora

13- evel Eminent Nosferatu Vampire Fighter,
Chaotic Evil

Armor Class -1 Str 20

M ovement 21 Dex 19
Level/Hit Dice 13/8+3 Con18

Hit Points 67 Int 14
THACO Tor4d Wis 8

No. of Attacks 2orl Chal2
Damage/Attack 1d6+8 (claws) or by weapon +8
Special Attacks Fear gaze, Drain Constitution
Special Defenses Undead immunities, Only hit by

+2 weapon or higher
Magic Resistance  20%

Appearance

Gundar is alarge man, standing well over six feet tall.
While he was once handsome, his face now resembles
that of a beast, with heavy, bushy eyebrows over a craggy
nose, and a black, unkempt beard.

Hislips and tongue are dark red, asif coated in
blood, and hisfaceis setin asnarl. He never speaksif he
can shout. But Gundar’s most notable trait is his hands,
which are large, coarse and callused, as Gundar revelsin
killing his enemies with his bare hands.

When he was still duke of Gundarak, Gundar dressed
himself up in auniform, with high boots, black pants, and
awhite-trimmed red jacket, an ornamental silver saber at
hisside. Now that he is roaming the Core, he has taken to
wearing hide armor and a fur cloak, though he encourages
his men to wear a red sash to acknowledge him as their
leader. He carries no weapons, but he is far from
defenseless.

The vampire seems to not care too greatly for
personal hygiene or luxury—he rarely cleans off the
blood of hisvictims, and has been known to wear the
same, crimson-spattered clothes for days on end.

When Gundar goes into afrenzy, his appearance
changes dramatically. His nails elongate, becoming
vicious claws, his teeth grow into slavering fangs, and a
red glow smoldersin hiseyes. Inthis state, heis
terrifying to behold, and few are those who have survived
his wrath when they met him in this state.

Background

Gundar was born on a distant world approximately 560
years ago, in the province of Hunadora. At that time,
Hunadora had just been added to the rapidly growing
empire of Otto 111, who had crowned himself after
disposing of the previousruler.

Gundar grew up in an oppressive regime, where all
he had fell to the state. As he saw his father and elder
brother fell under the swords of Otto’s men, and worse
happen to his sister, his hatred towards the tyrant grew.
At the age of thirteen he joined the resistance. Gundar’'s
hatred for the enemy and his enormous strength
propelled him in the ranks of the movement. Hisfights
were always victorious, and none of his foes ever escaped
alive.

After years of struggle, Gundar finally found away
into the count’ s bastion of evil. A servant had secretly
provided a map and away into the castle. Gundar hoped
to sneak in with afew men and dispose of the tyrant.

Unfortunately, Gundar had not learned everything of
his foe, and thus it came as a complete surprise when he
discovered that his oppressor was no mere human, but a
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powerful nosferatu. The task that has seemed so easy
proved futile—Otto, who had known of Gundar’s plan
well in advance, disposed of his men with ease. Heleft
Gundar for last. Asthe vampire fell upon him, Gundar
thought he had met his doom—>but it was not Otto’ s intent
to end the suffering there. Instead, Otto turned Gundar
into a vampire, aminion to be witnessto all his future evil
plans. Gundar proved unable to resist the dark surge that
came with the change, nor was he able to resist the will of
his new master. He meekly followed the orders of Otto,
to betray and crush the resistance to which he once
belonged. Nor was he capable of stopping Otto’s
rampage through the country. Gundar saw most of what
was |eft of his own family destroyed.

Centuries passed. Otto reigned supreme. The few
rebellious forces were crushed and destroyed by Gundar
at Otto’swill. While he secretly craved to be free to roam
the countryside, Gundar was unable to resist Otto’s
commands. With each passing year, he felt his humanity
dip. Gone was the rush of adrenaline in battle, the
drinking and eating in reverie, the sweet caresses of the
sun, and, even more, the tender touch of alover. Gundar
bemoaned mostly the loss of love, for in hislife he had
never had the opportunity for romance. Now, he hated
those who had found peace and quiet, and he strove to
destroy it whenever he had the chance, separating men
from their families, and rushing them into battlesin which
they would be surely killed.

Finally, Otto’s tyranny engendered awar with a
neighboring country, and all men were called to arms.
The army of poorly-equipped farmers proved ineffective
against the well-trained troops that strode in from the
North, and even Gundar’ s hardened troops could not slow
the foe’' sadvance. Heavy criticism arose about how
Gundar seemed to be stalling battles, and how he had
made one strategic blunder after another. Some even
openly accused him of failing on purpose—but Gundar
was too far in the field to confront him with these
allegations.

AsOtto’'sreign finally fell, Gundar was at the
borderlands of Hunadora, withdrawing his troops from a
small company of the Northern cavalry. He had been
touring this land for years, secretly searching for the site
that was to hold a magic stone known as the Hymn of
Life. Legendstold how the Hymn could restore a dead
man to life, and Gundar had hoped for years that the stone
could return to him the vigor of truelife.

As he led his men through the woods, retreating from
the enemy, the troops stumbled upon an hitherto
uncharted open spot. In the middle of the spot stood a
large, round pillar of what looked like marble. As
Gundar stepped closer, he heard afaint hum emanating
from the stone, asif it was vibrating. Something stirred in
Gundar’s chest. This must be the stone he had been
looking for. Ignoring the pleas of his soldiers, who feared
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discovery by the enemy, Gundar commanded the
battalion’s mage to conduct research.

After casting afew spells the mage concluded that
the pillar was a conduit for powerful magic, most likely of
an extra-planar origin. Of course, such a meager test
could not possibly be enough to unravel the power of the
stone, but Gundar quickly grew impatient and demanded
the mage activate the stone's magic. The wizard
hesitated, so Gundar lashed out at him. His men looked
onin horror as the bloodied mage set on to cast a spell
that would activate the stone.

Gundar stepped closer, as he did not wish to miss out
on the power that would restore his humanity.

Asan unnatura silence befell the group, Gundar
realized he had made a mistake. Hetried to step back,
but found he could not. A darkness gathered around the
pillar. Hismen’s faces contorted in screams of terror, but
no sound could be heard. Then the darkness expanded,
washing over Gundar and his men, and as it washed over
him, Gundar was filled with atide of emotions. Lust,
hate, and every dark desire he ever had rose in his chest,
overpowering his mind with a cacophony of sensations.
He screamed for ages, clutching his head until he
collapsed, surrendering to oblivion.

When Gundar opened his eyes again, the flow of
emotions had stopped. The pillar was gone, and he found
himself in unknown territory. Almost two-thirds of his
men, including the mage, were missing. The pillar, it
seemed, had opened atemporary gate into another world,
and had transported Gundar and his men there. The
effect the Hymn should have had seemed not to have
come to fruition. Gundar knew he was still undead.
While he sensed a strange vibration running through his
body, he dismissed this as an after effect of the strange,
extra-planar magic.

Gathering his senses, Gundar led his company across
the land, sacking the first settlement they encountered:
Krezk, still asmall village in those days. From the
survivors of his attack, Gundar |earned that he had
entered a country called Barovia, ruled by a Count Strahd
von Zarovich. This Count Von Zarovich soon responded
to Gundar’ s pillaging of Krezk, as a horde of Strahd
zombies befell the squad when they |eft the village.
Gundar had fought zombies before, but these creatures
proved more formidable than he had expected.
Dispatching the lot only after losing athird of his men,
Gundar felt no desire to meet their master. Instead, he
retreated into the hills, where he hoped he could hold out
till he could learn more about hisfoe. At every turn,
however, the group was met with more monsters:
skeletons, dire wolves, and vampiric minions.

When only afew of Gundar’s men remained, Strahd
himself appeared, confronting the vampire warrior and
demanding he lay down hisarms. Less stubborn men
might have done so, but Gundar had no desire to again
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fall under the yoke of another vampire. Whether it was
fear or anger than inspired him is unknown, but a fury
more powerful than he had ever experienced claimed him.
With avampire’ s unnatural speed, Gundar charged
Strahd. While the count had expected some resistance, he
had not foreseen this bold attack. Gundar cannoned into
the vampire, knocking him back, and for one moment
Strahd felt uncertain. As he recovered from the first
assault, however, Strahd found Gundar rushing away,
towards the Misty border. Diving forward, Gundar hoped
to find cover, but as he pressed on, the Mists parted,
revealing new terrain. Only when he was sure that Strahd
was hot following did Gundar and his few surviving men
survey the area.

They discovered awhole new land, tailored to their
liking. Gundar assumed control, taking up camp in a
decrepit castle that strangely resembled the old castle of
Otto. He named the castle Hunadora, after the land of his
birth, and proclaimed himself Duke of Gundarak. It was
593 on the Barovian calendar.

Duke Gundar ruled for over a hundred years,
enforcing a cruel regime. While he donned the uniform
and garb of a nobleman, the folk soon came to know him
as aravening madman. All the atrocities committed by
Otto were nothing compared to the harsh tyranny that
befell the people of Gundarak.

Ashisreign continued, Gundar felt his power grow.
He found that he had reclaimed some aspects of the life
that had been denied him—to an extent. The magic of the
Hymn of Life seemed to have changed something in his
inner being, and all the emotions he once craved now
welled up to the surface. He rediscovered both anger and
fear, feelingslong sincelost to him. He was also plagued
by hunger and thirst which mundane food and water could
not slake, instead only fanning his craving for blood.

He rediscovered his lust for women, and fathered
severa children with the slaves that were brought to his
castleto feed on. One daughter and one son were born
from a particular favorite dave, though it is possible more
children were begotten by other women. Gundar did not
initially pay them much attention. Sadly, the vampiric
blood in the children’s veins slowly drove them insane.
Medraut, the boy, killed his sister, Gewenna, over a minor
dispute. The boy developed into atalented but mentally
unstable sorcerer. Gundar and Medraut despised each
other for decades. The duke utilized the sorcerous power
Medraut could wield, but feared him for that same reason.
Gundar went so far to hire assassins to dispose of his mad
son, but none succeeded in their task. When the
unnatural child was finally killed in a clash with Lord
Soth, adeath knight, it came as arelief to Gundar.

The cost of Gundar’s revived emotions was not
directly apparent, although Gundar noticed that truly
pleasant feelings, such as love, never came to the surface.
Gundar discovered the true price only severa decades

later, when he found that, unlike all other vampires, he
was aging—slowly, one year for every ten. This scared
Gundar; the thought that he would grow older and
possibly even die—the true death—was hard to bear. In
order to slow the process, he started to recruit the more
subtle and intelligent minds from his domain’s populace,
people whose knowledge of the mind and body could
theoretically stop the slow but unstoppable decaying of
his body.

One such man was Daclaud Heinfroth, a doctor
studying diseases of the mind. One of Heinfroth’'s dark
experiments on one of Gundar’s brides had accidentally
turned him into an unusual type of vampire, one that fed
on spinal fluids. The doctor, who adopted the alias of
“Dr. Dominiani” after his transformation, was far more
intelligent and cunning than Gundar, and easily broke
away from the control the weak-willed vampire lord tried
to impose on his ‘subject.” He worked to gain Gundar’s
confidence, while at the same time conspiring to destroy
him and take over the reign of Gundarak.

In 736 BC, Heinfroth succeeded in his plan—a party
of heroes infiltrated Castle Hunadora to slay Gundar. Not
only was the vampire lord aware of the heroes approach,
he had lured them to his castle to repay them for foiling a
recent attempt to usurp control of Kartakass. In hismind,
Gundar arranged an intricate trap. Working with
Heinfroth, Gundar had planned to trick hisfoesinto
thinking him vulnerable. The heroes would be coaxed to
use sunlight to trap the lord—and Gundar would let them,
confident that his minion Heinfroth would set him free at
the last moment to vent hiswrath. Unfortunately, Gundar
overestimated the control he held over the most vital link
in his plan: Heinfroth. When the confrontation with the
heroes came, Heinfroth declined to close the curtains that
had been opened to trap the duke, and Gundar, paralyzed
by the sun’srays, was unable to defend himself. A stake
was driven through his heart, and in moments his flesh
decayed into a skeletal husk. Heinfroth then dlew the
heroes himself, discarding their bodies, along with that of
his master, in the deepest levels of the castle, the stake
still lodged in the vampire' sribs. Heinfroth found
himself the unexpected darklord of Gundarak, and
became its apathetic, unspoken ruler for the next four
years.

Heinfroth’s rule ended with the Grand Conjunction in
740. The domain collapsed, and Barovian soldiers
quickly marched in to claim half of the fallen duke's
land—including the lands surrounding Heinfroth’s own
asylum. Heinfroth fled his keep, only to be promptly
swallowed by the Mists, and was granted his own domain.

In the year 748, Invidian rebels against the evil
Dukkar, Malocchio Aderre, discovered the skeleton of
Gundar in the dungeons of Castle Hunadora. They sold
the skeleton to the owner of atraveling road show. The
skeleton was one of the top attractions is the show for
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years—until apair of skeptical onlookers removed the
stake from the ribcage. Gundar immediately revived,
killed the couple, and fled the scene.

Current Sketch

Gundar now roams the lands of the Core, searching for
Daclaud Heinfroth, with a group of the worst and vilest
brigands he could find. He still ages, but he has currently
postponed finding a*“cure”’ until he has had his revenge
on the vampire that betrayed him.

Part of Gundar would like to reclaim the land he once
ruled from the dual grasp of Strahd and Malocchio, but
fear of being imprisoned again keeps him from actively
participating in the rebellion against the Dukkar. He has
therefore not dared to return to his castle, Hunadora.

Instead, he has moved his brigand troupe to the
former estate of Dr. Dominiani. Here, he hopesto find
information on the doctor’ s whereabouts. He has thus far
been unsuccessful, though it islikely that it will not take
long before he discovers the truth. Meanwhile, he and his
band make short forays into the surrounding lands of
Barovia, Sithicus, and Kartakass. Most of his crimes are
now blamed on the Gundarakite rebels.

Gundar iswilling to cooperate with anyone that can
help him obtain his revenge on Dominiani. He has
already drawn the attention of the demon Ingjira, a
lifelong archenemy of Strahd. The fiend is currently
contemplating whether an alliance with Gundar may be
beneficial. Gundar himself has already tried to gain
support from Harkon L ukas, who also suffered under
Dominiani’ s double-cross, but the bard’ s repulsion for
vampires has caused the negotiations to fail.

Personality

Currently Gundar is mostly driven by hisrage—heisa
rampant berserker seeking vengeance. All who oppose
him in his quest to see Heinfroth destroyed will perish.

On the other hand, Gundar isimmensely afraid that
he will eventually die. For acreature that would normally
live forever, it is unbearable to know that heisaging. It
may be possible for heroes to strike up a bargain with
Gundar, and even to come out on top, if they can find the
solution to Gundar’ s immortality.

Those who deal with Gundar should beware; the
vampire puts no trust in others. He expects betrayal at
every opportunity, and is known to plant hone-too-subtle
traps to expose disloyal members of his brigand band.

Combat

Gundar has al the abilities of a Nosferatu vampire. Heis
also avery skilled warrior. It can be assumed that heis
proficient in most mel ee weapons, including modern
blades such as the saber. He rarely uses melee weapons,
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however, as he prefersto use his hands in combat, using
his great strength and Constitution drain to its full
potential. Hisgripisimmensely strong. If both his
attacks hit the same foe in around of combat, he has
locked on to hisvictim. Every round thereafter, he does
automatic damage, and can automatically drain 1 point of
Constitution per round with hisbite. A bend barsroll is
reguired to break free from his grasp.

In the rare case where he might employ a weapon,
Gundar adds his Strength bonus to the weapon’' s damage
(+8).

Gundar is an eminent vampire, much older than
Strahd. He does not have the count’ s strong will, but he
does have some other benefits that come from his long
life span. Sunlight does not hurt or kill him; however, it
does cause him such pain that it effectively paralyzes him.
When hit by the rays of the sun, Gundar is unable to move
or defend himself (if he succeeds at a save vs.
paralyzation he can move for one round before being
paralyzed). At least 50% of hisbody has to be exposed to
sunlight to have this effect. The paralysisleavesthe
instant less than 50% of his body isin the sun’srays.

Gundar regenerates 4 hit points per round, and can
only be hit by spells or weapons of +2 or higher
enchantment. He can charm people with his gaze, like all
nosferatu, but he does not enforce any penalties on saving
throws according to his age. He does, however, have the
ability to cause fear at will in any who look into his eyes.
Those who do so must make afear check or suffer its
effects. Gundar isturned as anormal vampire, but with a
+3 penalty applied to the die roll.

Finally, Gundar can enter a berserker frenzy if he
wishes. When in this frenzy, he will never retreat from
battle. He also gainsa+2 bonusto all attack, damage,
and saving throw rolls, and cannot be turned, though heis
till vulnerable to sunlight.

Gundar can be killed, but he cannot be destroyed
until his remains are buried in the soil of what was once
Gundarak. In all other cases, it will be possible for his

minionsto revive him.
)
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NATURE’S SORROW

A Druid Most Unnatural

by Mark “Mortavius” Graydon
Mortavius@cnx.net

BIOGRAPHY

estiny is unavoidable, some say. Perhaps

thisisthe case. Who knows? Still,

everywhere in the dark lands of the

Demiplane of Dread, there are those who

would defy destiny, who would go against

everything to do what they see asright.
Some are the infamous darklords, those like the late Lord
Azalin of Darkon or Count Strahd von Zarovich of
Barovia. Both have sought to push the limits, to escape
the prisons that they themselves have forged, refusing to
accept their destiny. Still, not al who refuse to accept
destiny are the Darklords. There are some that are
shrouded in so much mystery and darkness that none can
find them; and those who do soon wish they hadn't.

Background

The young man known as Meltos was born in the land of
Tepest, in the city of Kelleg, in the year 695. He grew up
normally, but found that he always had a fascination with
nature. His best friend as a child was another boy named
L eobe, and as children they would wander the woods
around Kellee, but never very far for fear of the “wee
beasties.”

Meltos was a handsome child, both in physical
beauty and natural charisma. He was also aquiet lad, not
given to the temper tantrums that frequently assaulted
other children hisage. Leobe, on the other hand, seemed
to take Meltos' share of anger, as the boy was aways
defiant and boisterous. Despite these differences, their
natural love of the woods brought them together in a bond
that no one could break.

Asthey grew to manhood, their friendship deepened.
Knowing the woods better than anyone around them, they
started to travel further and further into the dark canopy
of trees. Not afew times did they run into the wee
beasties, but they were always triumphant in these
encounters, because of Leobe’ s skill with his
grandfather’slong sword and Meltos' skill with a stout
quarterstaff that he had carved himself. Leobe's enmity

towards goblins began at this time; the burning hatred of
those creatures that sprang from these first encounters
would last him through the rest of hislife.

Meltos, on the other hand, was still true to his nature,
and fought with the quiet determination that had become
so familiar to Leobe over the years. It astounded the
young huntsman one day when Meltoswas injured by a
goblin's arrow but did not cry out or even let on that he
was hurt until the enemy was routed.

But asisthe way of all things, the two friends grew
apart. Then Meltos met Gorion. Gorion was atall, quiet
man, and Meltos soon found that he had alot in common
with him. Then, after afew weeks, Gorion confided in
Méltos, telling him of the Caretakers. Meltosfinally
realized what he had been striving for al hislife, and
suddenly felt complete. He fairly begged Gorion to allow
him to join, and the older man obliged.

Meltos first Attunement took place ayear later, in a
deep forest in northeastern Tepest. And thisiswhere
Meltos' life turned again.

Upon the completion of the Attunement ritual,
Meltos felt the rush of energy from the land of Tepest
engulf him, filling him with alust for power that never
resided there before. After thisritual, Meltos changed.
He became much more confident, sure, and active. His
passive outlook on life gone, Meltos charged off, on his
way to attune to more lands and spread his base of power.
While he was gone however, the Hags of Tepest routed
the Caretakers of Tepest and destroyed them to the last.

When Meltos returned to the land of his birth, he
found his former headquarters deserted. The signs of a
struggle were evident, and when he found a skeletal arm
lying forgotten on the floor, he instinctively knew that the
Hags were responsible for this horrid atrocity. A burning
anger swelled within his breast, and Meltos immediately
headed for the village of Kellee.

Finding his old friend Leobe was easy, as L eobe had
become something of a hermit, living on the outskirts of
thevillage. Leobe was very surprised to see Meltos, for
when Meltos had disappeared to join the Caretakers,
everyone soon came to believe that he had been killed in
one of hisforaysinto the woods.
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As happy as L eobe was to see Meltos, he still refused
to storm into the woods that night in an effort to find the
hidden Hags of Tepest and destroy them. Leobe
dismissed the idea as foolish, and began to fear for his
friend’ s sanity when he would not let theideago. But
before Leobe could stop him, the lad turned and fled out
of the cottage into the night.

Searching through the wilderness that night, Meltos
eventually came upon a small cottage alone in the woods.
He crept up to it cautiously, but upon opening the door
found no one at home.

But oh, how the place reeked! There was old blood
spattered on the walls, and the large table in the center of
the main room left little doubt asto what it had been used
for. On anearby table there lay some blood-splattered
papers. Picking these up, he spied that they were notes
written by someone calling himself “Phantom’s Bane,”
and they concerned the process of becoming alich.
Stowing these papers in a pouch on his belt, Meltos
turned to leave and saw a sight that would inspire his
nightmares for years to come.

Before him in the doorway were three old hags,
covered in warts, wrinkles, and open sores. One had teeth
too large for her mouth, and drool constantly dripped
down her black chin. Another had sickly green skin and
stared at him with bright orange eyes and a surprised
smile. And the final one was small and petite, with limp
hair and bulging fish-like eyes that looked at him with
what could only be described as hunger! Hanging from
the clutches of one of the Hags was a small girl, perhaps
no older then ten years. Mercifully, she was unconscious,
and Meltos hoped that she would stay that way till her
death . . . but he found the thought unlikely.

Frantically looking about, Meltos spied a boarded-up
window and leapt for it, heedless of the cries of the
women or the wooden boards in hisway. Smashing
through the obstacle and tumbling out into the forest,
Meltos ran faster than he had before, but still had the
presence of mind to hide his tracks using an ability taught
to him by Gorion himself. Assoon as hewas able,
Meéltos fled Tepest for the land of Darkon.

Arriving in Darkon, Meltos found another branch of
Caretakers, this group residing in the foothills of the
Mountains of Misery. They took him in, and soon Meltos
again began to advance within the hierarchy of the
Caretakers. But Meltos' nights were plagued with dreams
of the Hags and the broken bodies of hisformer
comrades. Still, he kept working, traveling and attuning
himself to other lands.

By the time Méltos turned fifty years old, he was
ready to ascend to Archdruid status. But therewasa
problem. Meltos needed three Caretakers of Druid status
to support him, and in his time abroad, Meltos had made
enemies within the Caretakers. While no one could argue
with his zealous desire to protect nature, they did not al
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approve of his militant and sometimes brash methods.
Thus, when Meltos petitioned others to swear fealty to
him, he could only find one who would do so, and even
then, reluctantly. Thiswas ayoung man hamed Jonathan
who had been in the order for long enough to make Druid
status.

This shortfall worried Meltos, for he was getting on
in years and knew that he had to make his ascension
quickly. Otherwise the ravages of time would catch up
with him, and he would wither away. Again, Meltos
petitioned the order to provide three Druids to follow
him, and again he was denied. Thistime no one stepped
forward to support him. In arage, Meltos forsook the
order and swore to leave it to protect nature on his own.

As he was packing up his things, Meltos came upon
some papers that he had completely forgotten about.
They were the treatise on lichdom penned by the being
known as Phantom’s Bane. Sitting down and reading the
papers once more, Meltos found an alternative to his
quest to become an Archdruid and thus escape the
ravages of time. And here too, was away for him to
defeat the three hags which had destroyed his origina
clan of Caretakers.

It did not matter to Meltos that the undead were
unnatural, he was only going to become one for a short
time, do what he had to do, and then go to hisfinal rest.
At least, thisiswhat he told himself.

Meltos realized that a solstice was nearing. If he
hurried, he could perform the ceremony to lichdom and
theritual of Attunement on the same night! Resolving to
fulfill this plan, he hurried about collecting various herbs,
deadly venom, and worst of all, blood. With each victim
of his depredations, Meltos sank deeper and deeper into
evil and darkness.

After studying and collecting the various ingredients
listed in the treatise, Meltos was ready, but for one last
requirement: the heart of a sentient creature. Meltos
could only think of one person who would even speak
with him after hisleaving the Caretakers, and that was
Jonathan, the one man who had tentatively stood with him
on his petition for Archdruid status. Meltos' mind formed
ahorrific plan.

Luring Jonathan out into the forest during the
solstice, Meltos slew the young man with the sickle he
had used since he had entered the order, forever staining
the dark blade. Then, defiling the instrument again, he
cut Jonathan's still-warm heart from his chest. Looking
up at the sky, Meltos began to perform the ceremony of
lichdom and the ceremony of Attunement in a horrific
combination of corruption. At the ritual’s conclusion,
Meltos drank the Potion of Transformation, and his world
went dark.

Waking up later, Meltos realized that the rite had
worked! He had become a powerful being, capable of
delivering justice to the hags! It did not worried him that
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he now had skin like dead bark, flaking away whenever
he moved suddenly, or that a stench of rotting vegetation
followed him wherever he went. His sole consideration
was revenge.

But when Meltos made his way to the border, he
found that he could not crossinto Tepest! Therituals he
had performed had bound him to Darkon too strongly for
him to leave it, even with his powers of a Caretaker! The
woods echoed with his screams that night, as he vented
his rage to the skies.

When his pent-up anger finally spent itself, he
resigned himself to hisfate. Discarding his name and all
trappings of hisformer life, Meltos has now claimed a
portion of the Forest of Shadows and jealously guards it
from those who would enter his self-claimed land. He has
often had to defend himself from lycanthropes sent by
Galf Kloggin, but he has had no trouble doing so. The
villages around the region now whisper of a new threat,
one calingitself only . . . Nature's Sorrow.

Nature’s Sorrow
13"-level Lich Caretaker, Neutral Evil

Armor Class 0 Str 14

M ovement 6 Dex 11

Level/Hit Dice 13 Conl13

Hit Points 53 Int 16

THACO 7 Wis 16

No. of Attacks 1 Chals

Damage/Attack 1d10 (touch) or 1d6 (staff)
or 1d4+1 (sickle)

Special Attacks Rot, spells

Special Defenses Spdlls, only hit by +1
weapons or higher

Special Vulnerabilities Fire

Magic Resistance Nil

XP Value 12,000

Nature's Sorrow is horrible to look upon. He hasa
humanoid form, but his skin appears to be dead, flaking
bark, and where hair should be white roots hang from a
bald skull. Green fire lights his eyes, and a stench of rot
hangs in the air around him. Heisclothed in atattered
green rabe.

Combat

Nature's Sorrow is a deadly opponent for those not
prepared for him. His previous ordeals have bonded him
with the land in away that he could never have
conceived; heis part of the land in an undead form. He
has all the abilities of a Caretaker of hislevel, except that
he cannot Shape Change or cross out of Darkon, and he
no longer has a +2 bonus to saving throws vs. fire (but

electricity still applies). Undeath renders him immune to
charm and any other mind-affecting spells.

Unlike the paralyzing touch of a normal lich, the
touch of Nature's Sorrow causes an interesting form of
rot. Thisrot can only affect living or once-living things,
and eventually consumes all of whatever it afflicts. Non-
living objects must succeed at a saving throw vs. magical
fire every twelve hours or they are affected by the rot.
Once two saving throws are failed, the item is destroyed.
Living victims take longer to decay however, and if they
make a saving throw vs. poison they are not affected at
al. If the saving throw is failed however, the Rot setsin
and the victim suffers 2d4 points of damage every hour
from aches, bursting boils, opening sores, and stiffening
of thejoints. A cure disease spell will remove this blight
from any afflicted target, whether living or not. Nature's
Sorrow may opt to enchant his quarterstaff or sickle with
spells and attack with them instead.

Nature' s Sorrow retains all the spellcasting abilities
he had before his transformation, and indeed, he still
worships and protects nature. However, he sees no place
for humans or the like in his view of nature, and
exterminates them immediately. Because of his undead
form, Nature's Sorrow has found that he major accessto
the sphere of Necromancy in addition to the standard
spheres available to anormal Caretaker.

Nature' s Sorrow can only be harmed by magical
weapons of +1 or better enchantment. If the weapon in
question is of anatural origin (made of wood or other
organic material) then he only suffers half damage. On
the other hand, if the weapon is one allowed to Caretakers
(club, sickle, dart, spear, dagger, sling, scimitar, or
quarterstaff) he suffers double normal damage, providing
the weapons carries enough enchanted to harm him at all.
If the weapon is not so enchanted, then it merely causes 1
point of damage with each successful attack.

Nature’ s Sorrow has another weakness: the ultimate
cleanser, fire. He suffersa-2 penalty to any saving
throws vs. fire-based attacks and suffers an extra 2 points
of damage per die. For thisreason, he usually focuses on
killing flame-wielding opponents in preference to any
others.

If reduced to O hp, Nature's Sorrow is forced into a
spirit form, and will flee to the nearest tree while his
former body quickly rots and crumblesto fetid, worm-
infested earth (within two rounds). He can only fleeto a
tree within thirty feet of his body, and it must be at least
six feet tall. In addition, Nature’s Sorrow cannot take
control of any tree that has been set aflame. If no viable
tree exists within range, he is permanently destroyed as
his soul dissipates, consumed by the earth. Thus, hisfoes
would do well to set the forest around them ablaze if they
wish the lich permanently dead. But if such atree does
exist within range, then his spirit inhabitsit, and the tree
dieswithin aday. Note that once Nature's Sorrow has
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taken possession of atree, it gains hisimmunities and
becomes temporarily immune to fire until the lich
becomes active (in one day). After thisday, Nature's
Sorrow gains the ability to move, and his statistics are
identical to that of an undead treant (RavENLOFT
Monstrous Compendium| & 11). This phase lasts one
week, after which his body has changed enough to
resemble his shell of old and his statistics change to
match those above.

In addition to his powers aready listed, Nature's
Sorrow has one other ability, resembling that of a normal
treant. He can animate nearby trees (within thirty feet) to
help him. Such atree has statistics that resemble a
normal evil treant, with 9 Hit Dice. He can only animate
two treesin thisway at atime, and each tree takes one
round to uproot itself and move out. This processis
taxing, so Nature’'s Sorrow only uses it when necessary.

Nature's Sorrow cannot control undead in the normal
sense, but he can control any undead created from plant
creatures or those killed by plants. If the undead fallsinto
this category he can control them normally, aslaid out in
Van Richten’s Guide to the Lich. If thisaccessory is not
available, assume that Nature's Sorrow can control
undead as a 13"™-level cleric.

Thelich'sfavorite spells are given below, but they
may be changed if the need arises. He has major access
to the spheres of All, Animal, Elemental, Healing,
Necromantic, Plant, Time, Wards, and Weather. He has
minor access to the spheres of Divination and Travelers.
Nature' s Sorrow never casts spells that involve fire other
than to extinguish it.

Preferred Spells (6/6/6/4/2/2): cause light wounds,
curse, entangle, obscurement, putrefy food & drink,
shillelagh; cause moderate wounds, charm person or
mammal, chill metal, dust devil, warp wood, trip; call
lightning, cause disease, dispel magic, protection from
fire, spike growth, summon insects; cause serious
wounds, fire purge, giant insect, poison; insect plague,
dlay living; age creature, wall of thorns

Note: Some spells have been drawn from the Players
Handbook, Tome of Magic, and Player’s Option: Spells
& Magic. If one or more of these sources are not
available, substitute appropriate spells as you see fit.
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CARNIVAL: THE BALLYHOO

MORE ACTS TO FILL YOUR TEN-IN-ONE

by John W. Mangrum
Iggy@kargatane.com

A clown is funny in the circus ring, but
what would be the normal reaction to
opening a door at midnight and finding
the same clown, standing there in the

moonlight?
—Lon Chaney Sr.

INTRODUCTION

arnival draws inspiration from over a

century of sideshows and midways, both

real and fictional. Many of itsactsare

dark echoes of the performers who worked

under the true masters of the carnival

craft: P. T. Barnum, Madame Tetrallini,
Mr. Dark, and Dr. Lao. With such arich tradition to
draw from, it was inevitable that the Carnival accessory
would never be able to hold all the exotic acts that lurked
within its gaudy ring of wagons. Asasample for those
who don't have Carnival, and as an extra gift for those
who do, we present four more denizens of Isolde’s
Carnival. We hope you enjoy our acts; there may well be
more Troupers still waiting in thewings. . .

Carnival Lingo Quick Reference

The speech of the Carnival’s performersis littered with
slang terms, used quite knowingly to alienate outsiders.
The Carnival accessory offers afull glossary of Carny
lingo, but these selections will see you through for now.

Ballyhoo: Excitement, ado. A free show offered to
entice the Georgesinto visiting Carnival.

George: Rube, sucker, outsider. Visitorsto the
Carnival.

Ten-in-One: The Carnival tradition of presenting ten
acts as asingle show.

Trouper: A performer at the Carnival.

The farmer stood staring dully at the strange
handbill nailed to the tree at the edge of hisfarm. It was
covered not in words, but in strange swirls of ink. The
moment his gaze fell on those swirls, they had drawn in
his mind like a whirlpool. Srange patterns had revealed
themselves within the swirls; images that became clearer
with each minute, even as the farmer sank deeper into his
trance.

Only gradually did he become aware of a hand
snapping its fingers mere inches from his face. Hismind
suddenly clear, the farmer started back, spinning to face
this unwelcome stranger. Hisjaw dropped.

The hand belonged to a tall, smirking man idly
twirling a thin cane behind his back. The man’s attire
gave him the look of an undertaker—one who' d done
very well for himself, in fact. But what dropped the
farmer’ s jaw was that which lay beyond the smirking
man. Srange and colorful figures hurried this way and
that among a vast ring of wagons and tents. It was some
sort of traveling festival, but . . . just how long had he
been entranced by that unnatural handbill?

“Hello, George” said the stranger, offering a cold
smile. “ Areyou the owner of thisland? We'd like to
plant stakes here for a few days, if we may. | do hope we
can come to an arrangement.”

The farmer frowned, still uncomprehending. “ My
name's not George. | don't think you should. . .”

The smirking man cut the farmer off before he could
finish hisrefusal. “ We are the Carnival, my good man.
We enter, we entertain, we exit. No harm done to you or
yours.” The farmer’s frown refused to waver. The
smirking man threw a welcoming arm around his
shoulder, taking the farmer into his confidence. “ Look
here George. You can call me Tindal, by the by. |
understand your unease. | comprehend your concerns!
But I’'ll make you a deal. What do you say to a hit of
ballyhoo? I'll show you a few of our exotic entertainers,
free of charge, of course, and then you can decide upon
the payment you' d prefer for our presence. Sep right up
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What wonderment shall | reveal to you first, George?
Ah! What better choice than to offer two acts in one?
Indeed, that's what we call them:

The Two-is-One

George, I'd like to introduce you to Philip and Allan.
Their stage names are The Half-Boy and the Human
Torso, respectively, but it’s when combined that they
truly shine, both onstage and off. Your eyes do not lie;
Philip has feet but no legs, while Allan has hands but no
arms. Apart, each is half a man, but perch the former on
the shoulders of the latter, and they’ re more than a match
for any mob!

These two gents are survivors of the Puppet Show,
but I don’t imagine you'd know what that is. Hrmm, |
appear to be correct. Have you heard of the Carnival
I"'Morai? No? Alas, for they are one and the same.
Sadly, the tale of the Puppet Show islong and sad, best
saved for another tour—preferably one you' ve paid for.
For now, just know that in that dread domain, innocents
were sent to the Carnival I'Mora as aform of exile,
punishment for nonexistent crimes. There, their bodies
were cruelly transformed in ways intended to echo their
supposed failings, and they were also robbed of the
memories of their former lives, leaving them forever
ignorant of their offenses.

Allan and Philip may never know why they were sent
to the Puppet Show, but once there they found each other
and struck up a natural partnership.

In case | forget to point it out to you later, George,
you can tell the original Troupers of the Carnival I'Morai
by asmall red tattoo of arearing horse on the back of
their head; that’s how the lord of the Puppet Show
branded his slaves, the vicious swine. These days, of
course, such atattoo is an emblem worthy of respect.

| am told that back in I’Morai, Allan and Philip’'s
imposed deformities turned any number of life's simple
tasks into laborious chores. Not so anymore. Inthe
decade they’ ve traveled with the new Carnival under
Isolde, both men have truly come into their own. Philip
can run on his hands nearly as fast as you or | can sprint,
and Allan’s dexterous toes have turned him into amore
talented painter than half the artistsin Port-a-Lucine! In
fact, he and the Illuminated Man paint most of our canvas
banners! Hrmm? Oh, fear not, I'll introduce you to the
[lluminated Man on some other night.

Combined, the Two-is-One truly astounds! Over the
last few years, they’ ve somehow talked Isolde into
teaching them swordplay; while Philip wields his flashing
saber, Allan confounds their opponent with his fancy
footwork! If you're lucky, you might catch the sight of
Two-is-One and Isolde’ s occasional sparring matches.
It'sadaring display of dancing steel, and | only wish |
could talk Isolde into performing for the paying Georges.
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Itisall for show, after al; | rather get the feeling that if

I solde wanted to, she could mince the pair of them in twin
heartbeats. Hrmm? Who is|solde? Ah. Isoldeisthe
Mistress of our Carnival; our guardian angel, if | may wax
poetic. Best to put her out of your mind, George; she's
not part of the tour.

The Two-is-One

Allan is an insightful man with natural artistic talents. His
comrade Philip is dynamic and witty, always thirsting for
adventure. When working as a team (with Philip riding
atop Allan’s shoulders), these two men can coordinate
their efforts to great mutual benefit. In practice, Two-is-
One can make two attempts at most die rolls; when rolling
for initiative, ability score checks, or saving throws
against physical attacks, roll two dice (one for each
partner in Two-is-One) and use the better result. Only

roll once for attack and damage rolls, however; wielding
the blade falls to Allan aone.

In similar fashion, attacks which cause blindness
hinder Two-in-One's abilities only if both men are
affected; if only Allan or Philip is bereft of sight, the
other can verbally direct his partner with such speed and
acuity that they do not suffer the standard -4 penalty to
attack rolls.

Philip & Allan, human males, F4: AC 10/9; MV 9/12;
hp 23/26; THACO 17; #AT 1; Dmg 1d8 (saber); SZ SIM;
ML elite (13); Str 15/13, Dex 7/16, Con 13/14, Int 12/11,

Wis 10/12, Cha 12/13 (6/6); AL CG

Notes: Where they differ between the two men, scores before the
dlash represent Philip; those after represent Allan. Charisma scoresin
parentheses represent their Charisma as seen by outsiders, as opposed
to fellow Troupers.

The full tale of the Carnival I'Morai can be found in
the novel Carnival of Fear. The Carnival accessory also
provides an overview of the salient events.

Now George, prepare yourself as we start to enter the
realm of the truly bizarre. From one peculiar pair to
another, | present . . . What'sthat? There's nothing
strange about this next gentleman? How dare you insult
me by implying that our acts aren’t up to snuff! And
whileyou're @t it, tip your hat to the lady!

Oh dear. Corgar, | do believel’ve completely
befuddled this poor George. Do him the honor of
sampling your act, so he can understand why we call you .

The Half-and-Half

You see, George? | promise the strange and unusual, and
that is precisely what | deliver. Now, while you stand
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there attracting flies with that gaping mouth, | shall
explain how it is that this Trouper came to us.

Imagine, if you will, the life of the humble Ant.
Surrounded by thousands of your kind, an expendable
pawn in avast plan you can scarcely comprehend. Y our
entire existence dependent upon falling beneath the notice
of the Men that tower above you! Suchislifeinthe
Burning Peaks, aland I’ d never heard of until we visited
it just over ayear ago.

In that land, the mad ruler of Tovag herds his people
into war against his foul neighbor, the unholy ruler of
Cavitius, whose name the Half-and-Half will not speak. |
say “war,” but truly | mean “daughter.” Among these
countless sacrifices to their ruler’ s bloodlust were two
young soldiers, awedded couple by the names of Corgar
and Verai. Each was an admirable soldier in their own
right, but when playing off each other they conceived
brilliant tactics that saved the lives of their comrades
countlesstimes. Their true test came just a few weeks
before we found them, when their foe, the Whispered
One, revealed his most terrible weapon to date: the first of
his hideous war engines, crawling behemoths forged from
hundreds of corpses and unspeakable, eldritch wizardry.
Thetale of Verai and Corgar’s plan to topple this
monstrosity is asthrilling asit is chilling, but ‘tis their
tale to tell, and in truth our story begins only after the war
engine' s destruction.

As the unholy engine of destruction toppled into a
ravine, defeated, Verai and Corgar clasped each other’s
hands in joy astheir legion cheered them on. In that
moment, a shadow fell over the battleground, and a
loathsome presence made itself known. That was when
the Ants realized they had just drawn the attention of a
Man.

A writhing darkness swept across the battlefield,
driving al present into oblivion. A day passed before
Verai regained consciousness. She found the Tovag
soldiers merely dead, but her beloved Corgar was utterly
gone; annihilated. Her spirit shattered, Verai started the
trek back to the capital to report what had occurred. It
was during her trip back that the blackouts started. At
least once aday, Verai would suddenly find herself miles
from where she last stood, hours having passed. When
she awoke within the Madhouse of the capita city, she
realized what had occurred. |n vengeance for destroying
his military monstrosity, the Whispered One had
decimated her ranks, destroyed her beloved, and rendered
her insane.

She decided there was nothing left for her but
vengeance. Fighting her way out of the Madhouse, she
stole a sword and started to march back toward the land
of her foe. The blackouts continued, and after each one
she found she had backtracked towards the capital. But
always she turned toward Cavitius, marching on, driven

by her singular desire to meet death while carving a path
though the undead minions of the Whispered One.

It was within Cavitius that she encountered us. We
were camped on the road, our first, and hopefully last,
visit to that bleak landscape. Verai simply marched
through our camp, barely even noticing us—and you can
imagine how distracted one must be not to notice us!
Only one person stood in her way: Isolde. Isolde uttered
just one short phrase; Verai’s legs gave out under her, and
she finally surrendered to her woe.

What did Isolde say? Simple: “He' s not dead.” You
see, Corgar had also been wandering between Cavitius
and Tovag; he too had been suffering from blackouts.
But while Verai had been consumed by vengeance, he
was drowning in despair for hislost beloved.

Isolde told us to pull stakes right away—indeed, that
was the only time | think I’ ve ever heard a true hint of
fear in her voice. We left Cavitiusimmediately, taking
Vera with us, and we've never returned.

Only the next day did we learn the full truth about
Verai and Corgar, asdid they. Why? Because it wasn't
until the next day that Verai transformed into Corgar, of
course, finally completing the puzzle of their existence!

When Verai and Corgar’s combined tactics defeated
his war engine, the Whispered One had placed the two
warriors in one body so they could never rely on each
other ever again. But it was not an act of vengeance.
Antsdon’t warrant revenge in the eyes of Men. The
Whispered One had destroyed their lives for nothing
more than a moment’ s amusement.

For atime, Verai and Corgar were somewhat
problematic; for one thing, their transformations back and
forth were unpredictable, so they weren't of much use as
performers. Another hurdle was that, apparently, neither
of them had ever been taught anything other than how to
wield asword. If we had any need for battlefield tactics, |
suppose they could have been useful, but for the most part
they simply acted like ignorant children!

Matters did start to improve, though, especially when
the Twisting claimed them. Hrmm? What is the
Twisting? All things change, George. Especially al
thingsin the Carnival. But you needn’t concern yourself
with that now.

At any rate, until the Twisting set in, Verai would
transform into Corgar (or vice versa) at random, and
neither had any memory of their time as the other. The
Twisting reunited them. Just like a werebeast can take a
hybrid form halfway between man and beast, so too can
Verai and Corgar take athird form: an uneven mixture of
both man and woman. That is the Half-and-Half which
stands before you now, and in this form Verai and Corgar
can finally be united, two minds and two bodies melded
into one. They help each other to heal, now; Vera’s
presence draws Corgar out of his despair, and Corgar
eases Verai’sburning hatred. They learn quickly when
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they can support each other, and we' ve been teaching
them awhole new way of life beyond killing and being
killed. 1t may be abittersweet end, but | believe they’ ve
found a measure of happiness.

Still, 1 must say, their situation isabit more.. . .
intimate than | think I’d be comfortable with . . .

The Half-and-Half

Not unlike atrue lycanthrope, the merged Verai and
Corgar can take three forms: female Verai, male Corgar,
or the hermaphroditic Half-and-Half. Still bearing deep
inner scars from their experiences, Verai is ahostile and
unforgiving woman with long, wild auburn hair, blue
eyes, and a deekly muscular frame. Corgar has a
somewhat heavier frame, brown eyes, black hair, and the
sullen, withdrawn personality born of hisfate. Asthe
Half-and-Half, their auburn hair is streaked with black,
and while one eyeis brown, the other isblue. Their body
is similarly melded and uneven; some portions of their
physique belong purely to Verai, others to Corgar, while
some portions remain a strange mixture of thetwo. The
joining of Verai and Corgar eases the suffering of each,
lending the Half-and-Half a serene and confident outlook.

Aseither Veral or Corgar, they transform from one
identity to the other once every 1d20 hours, and neither
partner remembers their experiences while in the other’s
body. However, either can take the form of the Half-and-
Half at will, and may remain in this form as long as they
wish. The Half-and-Half has access to the memories and
abilities of both Corgar and Verai. For these reasons, the
Half-and-Half tends to revert to one of its “normal” forms
only when the situation demands it pass unnoticed among
mundane folk.

Verai, human female, 9"-level avenger: AC 7 (studded
leather); MV 12; hp 63; THACO 12; #AT 3/2; Dmg by
weapon; SA long sword specialization; SV blackouts;, SZ
M; ML elite (14); Str 14, Dex 13, Con 15, Int 15, Wis 6,
Cha14; AL CN

Corgar, human male, F9: AC 7 (studded leather); MV
12; hp 81; THACO 12; #AT 3/2; Dmg by weapon; SD
inspire bravery; SV blackouts; SZ M; ML elite (14); Str
16, Dex 11, Cha 17, Int 13, Wis 8, Cha12; AL LN

Half-and-Half: AC 7 (studded leather); MV 12; HD 9;
hp 72; THACO 12; #AT 3/2; Dmg by weapon; SA long
sword specialization; SD inspire bravery; SZ M; ML
champion (16); Str 15, Dex 12, Con 16, Int 14, Wis 7,
Cha13/6; AL N

Hrmm. Usually | prefer to leap from one wildly
disparate act to ancther, using each to exaggerate the
others, but I'm rather having fun finding these patterns.
So let’s continue the game, shall we? Let's find another
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Trouper with something in common with the last. Hrmm
... awarrior struck down by an elemental force.
Someone the Carnival found in their own, living
purgatory . .. Oho! But of course!

Ronin Thunder

Behold this exatic warrior, hailing from the distant Six
Islands of the Sun! Gape at his martial prowess! Wonder
at the grace and poise with which he twirls his blades!

Y et, you cannot deny that your eyes are drawn to the coils
of crackling blue fire snaking over hislimbs! Trace the
charred trails across his outlandish armor, marking the
previous paths of that primal power! Stand in awe of the
power of the storm, as you watch Ronin Thunder play
with the lightning dancing between his twin swords!

Y es, Ronin Thunder holds nature’ s wrath within him,
and his sad tale isjust as thunderous. Many years ago,
Ronin Thunder lived in aforeign land far from here, a
land which may even lay beyond the Mists. There he was
known only by histrue name, Renchi Futo. Hewas an
honorable warrior, a chivalrous knight of sorts called a
“samurai,” sworn to serve his noble and honorable
master. Yet eveninaland of honor, War had still come
to call.

The armies of Renchi’slord and those of his foe met
on the honorable field of battle. Renchi and his fellow
samurai fought bravely, but a strange fog rolled over the
battlefield, scattering their strategy. The blinded battle
turned against the forces of Renchi’slord, and the
samurai stumbled out of the fog just in time to see his
master struck down from behind by an enemy soldier.
Renchi had failed his master, but could still avenge him,
and so pursued the cowardly assassin deeper into the
haze. So intent was Renchi on capturing the killer that all
else melted away into the Mists; the sounds of battle, his
fellow warriors, and finally even the land itself.

When the Mists parted, Renchi Futo found himself in
strange surroundings. He had entered Rokushima Taiyoo,
aland in the Mists torn by strife and seldom seen by
outsiders. Renchi had lost everything; he had lost his
home, he had lost his master, and in the latter he had even
lost the status of samurai. Now he was called “ronin,” a
knight without alord, a status which held no honor.
Wandering aimlessly, the warrior found his way to the
city of Beikoku. Hisarrival coincided with an inspection
by the idland’ s shujin, Yugami Shimpi, Lord of the North.
When visiting merchants reveal ed themselves to be
assassins and attacked the shujin’ s retinue, Renchi wasin
position to defeat the villains, and handily them defeat he
did! Awed by the foreigner’s fighting prowess and
discipline, Shimpi invited Renchi to his castle.

Shujin Yugami learned much of Renchi’s past. In
return, Renchi learned that the islands of Rokushima
Tayoo were divided between four warring brothers, all
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struggling to control the empire left behind by their late
father. Yugami Shimpi warned Renchi that his brothers,
Yoku, Yake, and Y ami, were honorless tyrants, whose
armies were composed of brutish thugs and fearful
assassins. Shujin Yugami was himself as devoid of honor
as his brothers, but had a keen eye for Renchi’ s character.
Y ugami depicted himself as an honorable lord besieged
on al sides by craven villains, and invited Renchi to join
hisforces. Renchi swore fealty to the Shujin of the
North, and regained the exalted status of samurai.

Y ugami gained a fearsome and loyal warrior, and warned
his minions not to shatter the samurai’s naiveté.

Renchi served Shujin Yugami for several months,
and with honor, though his role was seldom more than
that of aglorified bodyguard.

Renchi’ sillusions were shattered nearly ayear after
his arrival, when a band of the stealthy assassins known
as“ninja’ infiltrated hislord’s castle. Renchi stood
against the killers, saving the life of hislord and routing
the killers—but he alone could not prevent tragedy. As
one assassin fled the Dawn Castle, he came upon
Y ugami’s eldest son and heir, moments before he was
penned in by the shujin’s guards. For pure spite, the
assassin slew the child before taking his own life.

Shujin Yugami exploded with rage, at last dropping
his pretense of honor. None of the assassins had allowed
themselvesto be taken alive, leaving no way to know
which of Yugami’sthree brothers had sent them. Y ugami
thus ordered his minions—including Renchi—to go out
and slay one of each of his brother’s children.

This craven order struck Renchi like a thunderbolt.
Finally perceiving the true nature of his master, Renchi
refused to perform such an honorless act of murder.

Y ugami understood that his prized pet had at last slipped
his leash, and decided to stamp out this smoldering fire
without delay.

Y ugami informed Renchi that he was bound by honor
to obey hislord, and to retain his honor he must either
take the life of one of Y ugami’s nephews, or he must take
his own. Devastated, Renchi assented to the order, and
|eft the castlein silence to do what he must. He climbed
the mountain rising above the Dawn Castle as a storm
rumbled in the sky, and once atop the peak drew his blade
to commit hisfinal act. He obeyed this order not out of
loyalty to his corrupt lord, but out of shame. He was
twice aronin: first for failing his honorable lord, and
again for failing himself in his blind allegiance to the
Shujin of the North.

Following the ritual of death, he held the shining
steel of his sword aloft, but in the moment before he was
to turn the blade upon himself a bolt of lightning flashed
from the sky, striking the weapon and warrior who
wielded it!

Now, George, thisis where we comein. Asfate
would have it, the Carnival was visiting Rokushima

Tayoo on that stormy night, and was camped within sight
of that flash of elemental fury. Several of the Troupers
climbed the slope to investigate, against the advice of
their comrades. Atop the peak they found the fallen
warrior Renchi Futo, clinging to life and dressed in the
same burn-marked armor he wears onstage today. They
carried him back to camp, and nursed him back to health.
By the time Renchi was well enough to walk, the Carnival
had moved on from Rokushima Tayoo, and the Twisting
had moved into his flesh.

That wasin the year 745, and the same charge of
energy that nearly took hislife then still flows through his
body to thisday! Well, close enough; in fact, he's
become aliving lightning rod; whenever we encounter a
storm, Renchi has to keep well away from the wagons—
wherever there' s lightning, Ronin Thunder is sure to be
struck twicel

Ronin Thunder

Struck by aforce of nature in the moment before his
death, Renchi Futo now finds the power of lightning has
become one with hislife-force. Whether thisis due to the
Twisting, or the act of even more mysterious forces,
remains subject to debate. His body attracts electricity;
whenever alightning bolt or similar spell is cast within
50’ of him, Renchi must make asave vs. wands. If he
fails this saving throw, the spell automatically targets him
(regardless of the caster’ s intentions), arcing to strike him.
Fortunately, Renchi is all but invulnerable to electrical
attacks, suffering only 1 hp of damage for each damage
dierolled. For example, alightning bolt cast by a 7"-
level wizard (thus causing 7d6 damage) would only inflict
7 points of damage to Ronin Thunder. In addition,
whenever Renchi is struck by an electrical attack, each
die of damage is converted into a“charge’ that
strengthens Renchi’s own electrical field. He hasthe
same effect on natural electricity as well, and so after any
thunderstorm Renchi will have gained 1d20 charges (and
taken an equal number of points of damage).

Ronin Thunder can use his electrical chargein
several ways. First, whenever he strikes atarget in melee
combat (or is struck in melee), he automatically expends
one charge to inflict 1d6 points of electrical damage to his
opponent. This effect isinvoluntary, and
Renchi must always be careful to keep a safe distance
from those around him. In a similar fashion, Renchi uses
up about acharge aday in his act, willing streamers of
electricity to dance over his scorched armor and weapons.

Renchi can also use his thunderbolts in a more
directly offensive fashion. By using the ritual techniques
he uses to focus his life-force, Renchi can channel his
energy into abolt of lightning. For each charge he
expends, this lightning bolt adds 10’ to its maximum
range, inflicts an additional 1d6 points of damage, and
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inflicts 1 point of damage to Renchi himself. He can
channel a number of charges equal to his Hit Diceinto a
single attack; thus, Renchi’s most powerful thunderbolt
has a maximum range of 70’, inflicts 7d6 points of
damage on histarget, and 7 points of damage to himself.

A common topic of Trouper justiceis why Renchi
has never sworn allegiance to Isolde, Mistress of the
Carnival. Presumably, such an oath would warrant
Renchi’ s return to the status of samurai; it is well-known
that he considers his current status adisgrace. Sensing
the ronin’s ambivalence, Professor Pacali has approached
Renchi and attempted to draw him into the fold.
(Professor Pacali and his theories on Isolde’ s true identity
arefully detailed in Carnival.) Although Ronin Thunder
believes the professor’ s theories, he has not joined
Pacali’ s cause, leading to even more questions and
gossip.

Why Renchi has declined to swear fealty to either
Isolde or her foesis related to the mystery surrounding
the lightning bolt that led to his current state. While some
may believe that the dark powers chose to preserve their
toy for future games, Ronin Thunder’ stheory is
somewhat more basic: He believes he is dead.
Specifically, he believes that the fateful thunderbolt slew
him in a state of dishonor, and that he is now doomed to
wander in this strange purgatory until the elements that
damned him to this fate choose to release him. He
believes the other Troupers are penitent spirits like
himself, and that 1solde may well be the fiend Pacali
portrays her to be. Y et Renchi acceptsthis, and plays his
role, his emotionless face hidden onstage by a scowling
mask, waiting for the storm that will finally send him to
his ultimate rest.

Renchi Futo, human male, F7 (samurai): AC 6
(brigandine armor); MV 12; hp 40; THACO 14 (13
w/katana); #AT 2; Dmg 1d10+1 (katana); SA electrical
burst; SD electrical charge; SZ M; ML fanatic (17); Str
16, Dex 12, Con 13, Int 15, Wis 13, Cha9; AL LN

Notes: If you use kitsin your campaign and have access to The
Complete Fighter’s Handbook, Ronin Thunder has all the abilities of
the Samurai kit as detailed in that accessory. Otherwise, consider

Ronin Thunder afighter specialized in the katana (alternate: long
sword) and daikyu (alternate: long bow).

Now, George, feast your eyes on our next—wait a
moment. Do you see that, George? Over there, beyond
Madame Fortuna’ s wagon. Y es, the one painted like a
celestial sky. Do you see that figure standing at the edge
of the camp, skulking in shadows? Hrmm. Has that night
come upon us once again? Soit has! The curtain has
risen,and . . .

The Performance Repeats
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Step lively, George, and stick closeto me. It’s high time
you went home, and I'll walk you there myself, just to be
sure. While we wander, I'll tell you who that pale figure
was, and why our camp is no place for you tonight. Are
in you in the mood for a ghost story? No? Pity, because
you're about to hear one.

While | was herding you around the big ring, surely
you saw some of our painted, silent Vistani, the Skurra?
They’re askurry lot, to be sure. We Troupers aren’t even
sure what they are; some say they’'re alive, some claim
they’ re ghosts, and some say they’re neither! Well, all
that guessing and gossip stops when it comes to the
Nameless One. We all know exactly what heis.

But | get ahead of myself. It'sbest to tell atale from
its beginning; that wasin the year 744. A Vistani named
Grigori cameto Isolde’s Carnival seeking solace. At the
time, there were only a handful of Skurra, and then as
now they turned away none of their own kind. Grigori
donned the Skurra-vera paints, and adopted the life of
silence, leaving his name—and his past—behind. It was
known that Grigori had been cast out from histribe, but
the full reasons behind this act were unknown even to his
kin.

In the years since, we' ve learned more about
Grigori’s secrets. All the Skurra had left their tribes for
one reason or another, making them what they call mortu,
aword they insist we never trandlate correctly. But
Grigori faced a much different form of exile. He had fled
his tribe to avoid facing permanent, ritual exile, the
shalach-ti, the worst fate a Vistani can envision. Had the
ritual taken place, it would have severed Grigori’s
connection to both his tribe and the land, making him into
adarkling, a Vistani bogeyman.

We still don’'t know exactly what he did to earn the
wrath of hiskin; the Vistani refuse to speak of hiskind.
They treat Grigori asif he never existed. Regardless,
Grigori cameto Carnival to hide from the justice of his
tribe. And even as Grigori asked the Carnival to take him
in, he could sense his own growing evil gnawing at his
tattered soul.

Perhaps Grigori hoped to hide from the horror within
himself. Perhaps Isolde sensed this spark of repentance
within Grigori’s heart, explaining why she took no action.
The Skurra-vera magic can protect its wearer from many
things, ‘tistrue, but it cannot protect the wearer from
threats that fester within. Despite finding this haven,
perhaps despite even Grigori’s own hopes, his descent
into damnation could not be stopped.

Several months after Grigori became a Skurra, not
long before my own arrival in fact, the Carnival was
camped outside alarge town—the name escapes me, and
is quite unimportant. The Carnival had been entertaining
the Georges there for several days when the local militia
marched on the campsite. Those soldiers' faces were
grim, and their weapons were held tight; the Troupers
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feared an attack, but Isolde advised them to take no
action. Isolde’ sinstincts proved correct, for the militia
merely presented a distraught couple demanding the
return of their child. They claimed this child had visited
the Carnival two days earlier, and not been seen since.
Many Troupers were outraged by the Georges
accusations, but Isolde again kept them in check. To
preserve the peace, she even allowed the Georgesto
search the campsite. That decision aonetells methat she
suspected the Georges were in the right, painful as that
phrase isto say!

The child was found. Her broken body was stuffed
into a hidden compartment inside one of the vardos. The
discovery was even more dreadful for the Troupers than it
was for the Georges. The Georges demanded justice, and
the Troupers began to throw accusations at the silent,
standoffish Skurra; our beloved Carnival was in danger of
tearing itself apart. For their part, the Skurra retreated to
their wagons, looking to their own number to find the
guilty party. It didn’t take long.

When the Skurra emerged again, they produced two
revelations. The first was that one of their number,
Madame Fortuna, had chosen to forgo the protection of
the Skurra-vera so that her people might have a voice.
She defended her kin by producing the second revelation:
Blood had been found under Grigori’snails. Fortuna
announced that the Skurra had decided on Grigori’s
punishment, and produced the obsidian dagger used in the
rite of shalach-ti.

The fate the Skurra had intended for Grigori is not
the fate he received. Incensed, the Troupers seized
Grigori and the dagger, ignoring Fortuna' s protests. They
bound him to a post, and on that night Grigori faced the
full fury of the Carnival’ s wrath: The Death of the
Thousand Knives. The Skurra could not interfere; Isolde
would not interfere. The Georges could scarce deny that
justice had been done, and allowed the Carnival to go on
itsway.

Despite his grisly death, the curtain had not yet fallen
for Grigori. One year to the day after his demise, he took
the stage again. Perhaps because he died within the
Carnival’ s grounds, his spirit is now forever tied to its
travels. Perhaps because he was till wearing the Skurra-
verawhen he breathed his last, death could not find his
spirit. Whatever the reason, every year since and on the
anniversary of his death, he who Madame Fortuna will
only call the Nameless One returns to the Carnival. | was
there to see hisfirst appearance, and I’ ve been here every
time the performance repeats.

The Nameless One looks just like any other Skurra—
I’'m far from convinced that he' s the only ghost among
them—and although no blood flows through those
spectral veins, he looks and feels as solid asyou or 1.
He'sagaunt and withered figure, his ethereal body
wasted away by evil. His Skurra-veramask is bone-

white, save for what looks like black tears surrounding his
sunken eyes and streaming down his hollow cheeks.

Look closer and you see all those little black tears are
actually daggers, silhouettes of the obsidian blade that
dew him.

In all the years since his death, the Nameless One has
sought only one thing: to demonstrate his repentance, to
redeem himself in the eyes of the Carniesand hiskin. He
forever seeks to win back a place in the only home he
knows. Each year, on the very day he died, the Nameless
One returns to the Carnival to exhibit his latest desperate
act of redemption. But sadly, for some deeds there can be
no salvation, and when Fortunainvariably refuses his
pleas, hisfoul and rotted core revealsitself again. Some
years, it feels no less rehearsed than my own spiels. It's
all just arepeat performance, and it will repeat again.

So if you're ever in abind, George, and you find
yourself approached by a silent harlequin with daggers for
tears, be wary. The Nameless One may want to be a
savior, but he'sno saint. 1t’s ot you he wants to save,
it's himsalf.

The Nameless One

Full details of the Skurra, Skurra-vera, Madame Fortuna,
and the Skurra’ s uncertain relationship with death are
provided in Chapter Two of Carnival.

The Dungeon Master can introduce the Nameless
One whenever the heroes are overwhelmed and facing
destruction. The Nameless One will appear without
warning, wordlessly attempting to guide the heroes to
safety. In fact, the Nameless One can easily be added to
any adventure where the goal is primarily to escape the
domain and/or minions of adarklord, including Web of
Illusion, Dark of the Moon, or even House of Strahd.

If the Nameless One appears, he has chosen to lead
the heroes to the safety of Carnival asthisyear’s act of
“redemption.” Thisworks particularly well if the player
characters are already on friendly terms with the Carnival.
The Nameless One always knows Carnival’s current
location, and can unerringly lead othersto its
campground, even if such ajourney requires traveling
through the Mists. So long as the heroes cooperate
with their eerie guide he will act astheir protector, but he
will brook no interference, not even from those under his
protection. He will ignoreinitia signs of suspicion, but if
acharacter is adamant in his distrust of the mysterious
Skurra, and seems likely to sway the othersinto following
his lead, the Nameless One will try to discretely eliminate
thisthreat to his redemption. He will not hesitate to
murder one hero to ensure the loyalty of therest. If the
heroes uncover the Nameless One' s betrayal, he will
attempt to destroy them all, for fear of his crimes
becoming known to the Skurra.

65




BOOK OF SECRETS: RAVENLOFT DENIZENS

While accompanying the Nameless One, the heroes
may sense that they are being followed, and not just by
the evil forces their guide is helping them to avoid. Each
day at dawn and dusk, upon making a Wisdom check a
single hero should be given the chance to spot a solitary
figure trailing the group. If the check succeeds, the
character catches a momentary glimpse of a skeletal,
hooded figure bearing a corroded scythe. However, the
heroes can never find this spectre if they go searching for
it. Although the heroes may fear that this grim figureis
following them, it isin fact an emissary of death in

endless nursiit of the Nameless One himsalfl
If the heroes continue to cooperate with their bizarre

benefactor, he will indeed eventually lead them to
Carnival. Although the Trouperswill allow the heroesto
enter the ring of wagons, stone-faced Skurra stop the
Nameless One at the edge of camp. Madame Fortuna
herself blocks the Nameless One's path, coldly informing
him that he has no place in Carnival; he must move on to
where he truly belongs.

At this rebuke, the Nameless One becomes visibly
enraged. Although he remains utterly silent, heroes with
the Lip Reading proficiency can follow as he furiously
insists that he has done good—that he has saved the lives
of Carnival kin. How much good must he do? How
many lives must he save before he isforgiven?

A Skurrarelays Grigori’s silent message to Madame
Fortuna with gestures; Fortuna herself does not seem to
be able to see the Nameless One. Her reply is unyielding:
“Pah. Your hands are black with evil. Y ou can never
wash them clean.”

At thisfinal refusal, Grigori fliesinto amad rage, his
inner corruption boiling to the surface. Hisfury turnsto
violence, and he aims hisfirst attacks at those he hasled
to safety, the player characters, as if saving their lives was
awasted effort if it does not help him achieve his own
goals. The Skurrawill cometo their aid, and experienced
heroes should be able to defeat the Nameless One, despite
his unusual powers. However, when heisfinaly
defeated, the heroes may bein for one final shock: Asthe
Nameless One suffers afatal blow, his body fades away
to vapor, leaving nothing behind
but a chill breeze. If the characters were unaware that
their guide was a spirit, this may prompt horror checks.

Grigori, the Nameless One, is a third-magnitude
corporeal ghost, using the classification system provided
by Dr. Van Richten. He hasall the immunities common
to ghosts, and can only be harmed by magical weapons of
at least +1 enchantment. Asacorporeal spirit, ethereal
foes gain no specia bonusesto combat him. He suffers
1d6 damage if struck by holy water, and can be turned
with a-1 penalty. Obsidian weaponsinflict full damage,
even if not magical.

Grigori’ storturous final moments, tightly bound
while suffering one stabbing after another, have granted
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him two special powers. First, with a successful attack
roll the Nameless can cause paralysis. His victim must
successfully save vs. paralyzation at a-2 penalty or be
unable to move for 2d4 hours; their limbs will actually
feel asthough they have been tightly bound together.

Alternatively, the Nameless One's touch can cause
wounds, aso requiring a successful attack roll. The
victim will feel such atouch as a biting stab wound,
suffering 1d8 points of damage. In addition, thereis
percentage chance equal to the points of damage inflicted
that the attack will leave a vicious scar, reducing the
victim’s Charisma by one point.

If the Nameless One is reduced to O hp, his ethereal
body instantly dissipates, but he will aways return the
following year. To send the Nameless One to his final
rest, the heroes must remove the Skurra-vera paints from
hisface. Thisrequires the spellsremove curse and dispel
magic be cast on him within one round of each other. If
the Nameless One’ s Skurra-verais dispelled, he becomes
visible to the death which has blindly sought him for
nearly a decade; a grim reaper immediately appears,
latches on to Grigori’ sflailing and shrieking spirit, and
drags him away to hisfate. The performance will repeat
no more.

The Nameless One (third-magnitude cor poreal ghost):
AC 4; MV 12; HD 7; hp 32; THACO 14; #AT 1; Dmg
1d8 (cause wounds); SA paralysis; SD +1 or better
weapon to hit, undead immunities; SV obsidian weapons;
SZ M; ML steady (12); Str 9, Dex 15, Con N/A, Int 12,
Wis 11, Cha6; AL CE; XP 2,000.

Personality: paranoid, desperate

Well, George, home again, home again! | do so hope
you enjoyed your visit, and | do so hope you'll let us stay.
Do please come and visit us tomorrow, but do bring

COppErs so you can pay!

2
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/ ARDORUS

His Trail is Paved with Good Intentions

by Daniel Bandera
daniel.j.bandera@us.pwcglobal.com

BIOGRAPHY

bsession often leads a soul down the path

to darkness. Despite the noble goal of

one man’s quest, his obsession has led

him to take measures that most would find

despicable. Asthe mage Zardorus

continues on his quest, he edges closer
and closer to the darkness of evil.

Zardorus

9"-level Necromancer (Deathslayer),
Lawful Neutral

Armor Class 7 Str 11
M ovement 12 Dex 17
L evel/Hit Dice 9 Con9

Hit Points 24 Int 17
THACO 18 Wis 15
Morale 15 Chall

No. of Attacks 1 XP 2,000
Damage/Attack By weapon

Special Attacks Spells

Special Defenses Spdlls

Magic Resistance Nil
Appearance

Zardorus is a man approaching middle age, but his hair,
once dark black but now prematurely gray, and his sickly
pallor make him appear much older. Hiseyes, which
once sparked with an inquisitive nature, are dull black
and appear sunken. Hisskin hasagray sickly color, and
heis so gaunt that one could count hisribsif Zardorus
wereto go bare-chested. This he never does though, and
always wears unadorned brown robes. These robes
conceal around magical rune that has been branded into
the center of hischest. Zardorusis very ashamed of this,
asit reminds him of a horrible, life-altering event from his
past.

Background

Zardorus was born almost forty years ago in the land of
Darkon to a successful merchant family. At an early age
he showed a high degree of intelligence, and when of age
he was sent to study at the university of 11 Aluk. While he
excelled at many subjects, his interests soon turned to the
magical and the macabre. Hisdesire wasto learn the
secrets of life, so that he could learn how to prolong his
existence and those of hisloved ones. Finding his
magical tutors too squeamish to delve after the answers he
sought, Zardorus approached a professor who had been
expelled by the university. The professor had moved
from the city to a small hamlet a short distance from town
to continue his studies in seclusion, but Zardorus was
determined to find a teacher, and so he approached the
man.

The professor, Dascampen, was a hecromancer, who
studied the secrets of death and the extension of life.
Dascampen agreed to take Zardorus on as an apprentice.
Over the next two years, as the necromancer’ s apprentice,
Zardorus learned many of the evil magical secrets of
necromancy, absorbing this lore with a detached,
inquisitive nature. He believed that the experiments he
carried out in the search for knowledge were not evil or
malign, simply necessary for the furthering of knowledge.
During these years, Zardorus believed his master,
Dascampen, shared his beliefs. However, this was not the
case.

One night, Zardorus awoke to find himself strapped
to atable with his master standing over him, the only light
coming from afiery brazier near hisfeet. Hislimbs
bound, his mouth gagged, he could do nothing as
Dascampen began to perform an arcane ceremony. After
reciting from magical text an enchantment Zardorus did
not recognize, his master removed an iron brand from the
brazier. AsDascampen approached with theiron,
Zardorus was able to see the end was shaped into a mystic
symbol, one Zardorus knew as the symbal for living
death. His scream was muffled by his gag, asthe
necromancer pressed the iron against his chest, burning
the symbol into his skin above his heart.
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When the pain cleared from his eyes, Zardorus could
see Dascampen unstopping a beaker. The glass contained
a noxious greenish substance that seemed as much
gaseous as liquid. His master had approached him, and
was unloosening the gag around his mouth, when a
commotion was heard.

Seconds later a door was knocked in and the blaring
lights of adozen torchesfilled the room. The peasants of
the nearby hamlet had discovered the remains of some of
the necromancer’ s experiments, and together with a band
of good-aligned priests had come to the necromancer’s
adobe to lynch him. Dascampen lashed out with his
spells, but he had been too concerned with the ceremony
and was unprepared for combat.

The mob quickly overwhelmed him. They dragged
Dascampen from the house to a nearby tree, from which
he was hung. As the necromancer died, the priests
prepared alarge pyre and the evil master necromancer’s
body was thrown onto it. Meanwhile the peasant mob
ravaged the necromancer’s home.

Zardorus was freed by the mob, and the leader of the
band of priests, mistaking him for an innocent victim, told
Zardorus he had been lucky and was freeto go. The
priests healed his wounds but could not removed the
brand burned into his chest.

Zardorus, feeling confused and betrayed, remained in
the hamlet, unsure of where to go or how to continue.
Days after the attack, he secretly returned to his master’s
abode and went to his master’s secret library. He knew
the library was hidden too well for the mob to have
discovered it, and knew its magical secrets would remain
intact. There he uncovered Dascampen’s notes, and
learned what his master had planned for him. Dascampen
was experimenting with a process to become alich, and
had meant to test the process on Zardorusto seeiif it
would work. Horrified by what his master had tried to
do, Zardorus made a decision that changed hislife. No
longer would he spend histime locked in alaboratory
seeking unholy secrets. Zardorus vowed to rid the world
of all undead monsters and those that would create them.

Taking his master’ s spellbooks and research manuals,
Zardorus began his studies in necromancy anew. This
time Zardorus was searching for the secrets to destroying
undead monstrosities, and over the next few years he has
developed into a powerful foe against the undead.

Current Sketch

In the years since his former master was killed, Zardorus
has become a powerful necromancer. He continues his
single-minded obsession to seek out and destroy undead
anywhere they can be found. His crusade has taken him
across al of the known domains of Ravenloft, and he has
destroyed numerous undead creatures of all types.
However, Zardorus does not dwell on his past successes.
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Hisfocusis always on those creatures that escaped his
wrath or those still out there that he has not yet destroyed.

Degspite the noble ends that Zardorus seeks, his
methods are not always acceptable to those of a good
mind. As he has become more obsessed with his quest,
he leans closer to evil. He has aready killed numerous
bystanders, caught within the area of effect of his spells.
He may well also consider kidnapping innocentsto use
them as bait to draw out undead creatures. Ashe
continues down his path, Zardorus' concern for the
welfare of otherswill decrease more and more.

Personality

Zardorus has an obsessive personality. Herarely talks
about anything but his quest. He judges everyone he
meets by whether they can help him in his quest or hinder
him. Those that he believes are a great hindrance he may
eliminate. Heis ruthless and humorless, never smiling or
laughing, always grim.

During his quest, he has devel oped a hatred for those
mortals who raise undead creatures. Any mage he meets
isunder suspicion. Thus Zardorus never accepts other
mages as acquai ntances or companions. Priestsare a
different story. He hates those evil cultists that deal with
the undead, but he also hates the good-aligned clerics for
their weakness in being unable to destroy the undead.
Those good-aligned priests that he meets he belittles and
questionstheir faith. He will shout at any priest that
attempts to turn undead in his presence, as he feels he will
just have to track down the monsters again.

Combat

In combat, Zardorus relies on his spells and his detailed
knowledge of the undead. He has adapted many
necromantic spellsto help him in his quest against the
undead. Asanecromancer he inflictsa-1 penalty on all
saving throws versus his necromancy spells. Zardorus
hatred is strongest against spell using undead and he has
studied the liches closely to learn how to destroy them.
Liches suffer an additional -2 penalty to saving throws vs.
his spells. In addition, thanksto Zardorus' vast
necrological knowledge, he gains a +2 bonus to save
against any magical attacks by liches, including both their
spells and their paralyzing touch, and a +2 bonus to hit
lichesin combat. Because of his acute specialization,
none of the above penalties, including the typical -1
penalty to saving throws due to his specialization as a
necromancer, are suffered by mortal beings.

Zardorus can cast the following number of spells per
day: 1st: 5, 2nd: 4, 3rd: 4, 4th: 3, 5th: 2. In his studies
into the nature of various undead creatures, Zardorus has
modified the various following necromantic spellsto be
of better use in his quest against the undead:
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Chill Touch

Causes 1d4 points of damage to undead. Living beings
take no damage but must save versus death or flee.

Vampiric Touch

Drains undead of 1d6 hit points per two levels of the
caster. The caster gains no hit points, but losses 1 hp for
each die of hp drained from the undead creature. Living
beings cannot be drained of hit points by this spell.

Spirit Armor

(Tome of Magic) In addition to granting AC 4, this spell
grants the same protection as a negative plane protection
spell. However, it offers no AC protection to attacks
from non-undead creatures.

Enervation

The bolt drains 1 HD for every four levels of the caster
from one undead creature. The negative energy is
transferred into the caster who loses half the levels that
the target lost, due to the influx of negative energy. Both
the target’s and the caster’ s levels return at the end of the
spell’s duration.

Animate Dead

This version ends the animate dead spell on zombies or
skeletons returning them to an inanimate state. One
creature is affected for every two levels of the caster.
When cast on more powerful undead creatures, it actsas a
raise dead spell and may destroy creatures that are
vulnerable to that spell, such as the wight.

Bone Blight

(The Complete Book of Necromancers) This version has
been modified to be affective against undead creatures. It
is also contagious and can be spread from one undead
creature to another, unless a save vs. death magic is made

with a+2 bonus.
e
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ARDONK SZERIEZA

A Cause Does Not a Hero Make

by Stuart Turner
stu@kargatane.com

Author’s Note: With thanks to Steve Miller, who
introduced this character to us in Domains of Dread.

BIOGRAPHY

rdonk Szeriezais ayoung ethnic

Gundarakite in the domain of Barovia.

While most of hisfellow citizens suffer

passively under the Barovian boyars and

burgomeisters, Ardonk has taken it upon

himself to rise up against his oppressors.
Ardonk’slife, however, isat aturning point. Ashis
determination to liberate his people grows, so doesthe
price he iswilling to pay.

Appearance

At first sight, most would think of Ardonk Szerieza as
nothing more than a young scrap of aman. His
appearance is unassuming, and not dissimilar from other
Gundarakites; black hair, dark brown eyes, and athin
beard that belies hisyoung age. He generally wearsa
poor quality shirt and brown vest, but if undertaking any
dangerous activity he will wear aleather vest that he stole
from a Barovian under his shirt.

Ardonk Szerieza

3%-Level Human Thief, Neutral

Armor Class 8 Str 10
M ovement 12 Dex 16
Level/Hit Dice 5 Conll

Hit Points 22 Int 15
THACO 18 Wis 11
No. of Attacks 1 Chal7
Damage/Attack By weapon

Special Attacks Nil

Special Defenses Nil

Magic Resistance Nil

Thief Abilities PP20OL 65 F/RT 25RL 0

MS 30 HS30 DN 15 CW 60
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Background

In the year 730, Ardonk was born to a poor family that
worked on afarm outside Zeidenburg. Life was hard, as
it was for every family under the reign of Duke Gundar,
but Ardonk recallslittle of the harshness of that time.

What Ardonk does remember, however, isthe joy
that came with Gundar’s assassination in 736. One of his
earliest memoriesis of being carried through the fields of
wheat above his father’ s head, while his mother danced
around them, on the day they learned that the Duke had
been killed. Never had his parents been so happy, but
their joy was unfortunately to be short-lived.

Though too young to understand the events that
followed, Ardonk keenly noticed the declinein his
parents’ mood over the next years as Strahd annexed the
former Gundarak. Only as he became older did he realize
how painfully brief their freedom had been before the
tyrant Gundar was replaced by the tyrant Strahd.

Ardonk might have lived hislife as any other
Gundarakite, if not atragic occurrence just before the
youth turned eighteen. The despair of hisaging and ill
father had been growing since the arrival of a particularly
cruel and extortionate Barovian boyar, and the family had
little money left with which to buy any food at all.
Ardonk had been working hard in the field, desperately
attempting to meet the boyar’ s unreasonable demands for
produce, and returned home late in the evening. Unable
to find his father, he eventually looked in the stable—to
find his father swinging slowly from the ceiling by his
neck. Two days later, his mother was found downstream,
apparently having drowned herself after discovering her
husband’ s suicide.

For more than ayear, Ardonk continued to work on
the farm, satisfying the demands of the boyar that he now
hated with all the emotion he could bring to bear. As
time went on, however, he found himself directing his
frustration not only at the Barovian taskmasters, but also
at his own father. If only he hadn’t been so weak, he
thought, he wouldn't have given in so easily to the boyar.
Thinking of the fragment of joy he remembered from his
childhood, he realized that hope for the return of such a
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day was useless without action. He realized that unless
someone decided to take a stand, their lives would remain
unchanged for eternity.

The following evening, Ardonk fled the farm and
disappeared into the Barovian night. He gathered support
from other disenchanted young men, and began planting
the seeds of rebellion among the Gundarakites.

Since then, he has gradually built up a secret network
of contacts and supporters around Zeidenburg and
Teufeldorf. Isolated, and seemingly random incidents of
violence between Gundarakites and Barovians have been
sparked as aresult of his actions, and more than one
Barovian boyar has suffered, either physically or
financially, dueto Ardonk’s agitation of the people
against Lord Strahd.

Current Sketch

Ardonk’ sfive years of struggle against the Barovian
occupation has produced significant results. He now has
around seventy known safe houses throughout the
domain, where he can meet with fellow conspirators. The
activities of Ardonk and his rebels vary enormously, from
the burning of awesalthy Barovian's stables, to providing
assistance to families made destitute under the extreme
taxation laws, to actual incitement of violence between
ethnic Barovians and Gundarakites.

The Barovian laws against weapon ownership among
Gundarakites have greatly limited their military power,
but this has not proven a significant problem. Most of the
actions taken by the rebels are largely covert or
manipulative, rather than confrontational. Ardonk iswell
aware that he would require a massive wellspring of
support before any sort of violent rebellion could ever
take place, so he prefers subtler tactics.

In recent times, Ardonk has become increasingly
frustrated. He has found that the people’ s fear of their
overlords has greatly limited his audience. While nearly
all Gundarakites will express a profound hope that a day
will come when they are free of tyranny, Ardonk has
found that surprisingly few are willing to act on that hope,
preferring to believe that the Morninglord will bring that
day to them. Even among those who do actively support
his actions, Ardonk has discovered that many turn to
water in the face of authority and are ineffective when
real action isrequired.

Increasingly, Ardonk has found his thoughts turning
elsewhere for support against the boyars and
burgomeisters. Through his contacts, he has learned that
Castle Hunadora, lying within the Invidian-occupied
portion of his homeland, has become the headquarters of
agroup of rebels who oppose the tyrant Malocchio
Aderre. Ardonk believes that an alliance between his
amateur militia and the rebels, led by Maocchio’s own
mother Gabrielle Aderre, could be of benefit to both

sides. To date he has only met Gabrielle once, at which
time she hinted at her longer-term plans to play each of
their respective enemies against one another.

Ardonk isyet to act on thisidea, but is beginning to
push the concept among his fellow rebels. Many of them
are alittle concerned about his zeal ousness, however, and
doubt whether inciting awar with Malocchio of Invidia
could be of benefit to their people.

Personality

When Ardonk first fled his farm and began to work
against the Barovians, his heart was full of noble
intentions. He wanted to lift the status of the
Gundarakites to be the equal of the Barovians, or to expel
Strahd’ s lackeys and let his people experience freedom as
they did after the death of Duke Gundar.

Ardonk’s motives have not changed in the years
since, but his approach to success most definitely has. As
his frustration has grown at the lack of real results, the
price heiswilling to pay for victory has also grown.
Whereas the Ardonk of 19 years would have been loathe
to put any of his associates at risk, his recent actions have
resulted in the death of several Gundarakites (including
the stunt against the boyar Ivan Szimin—see the article
“The Effigy of Ivan Szimin” for more details).
Increasingly, he sees these deaths as an appropriate
sacrifice for the good of his people, and a necessary one if
they are ever to discover true freedom again.

Ardonk is therefore a much more bitter person than
he was five years ago. Listenersare struck by the
intensity with which he speaks, and the seriousness with
which he presents his plans. He rarely smiles when doing
“business,” yet remains incredibly persuasive.

Ardonk has a growing intolerance of those
Gundarakites unwilling to support his cause. In many
ways, he sees Gundarak’ s current condition as the fault of
those men and women who seem so willing to let tyrants
rule their lives without question. Similarly, heis
disdainful of the Cult of the Morninglord. He seestheir
dependence on agod to act on their behalf as something
that only perpetuates their current subservience.

Combat

Prohibited by Barovian law from possessing any weapon
larger than a dagger, Ardonk is not terribly effective in
combat. Thisisnot usually a problem, however, as he
largely avoids direct confrontation, preferring to
manipulate events from adistance. When forced to enter
combat, he uses asimple dagger. In potentially
dangerous situations, he will always wear his leather
jerkin to protect himself, which improves hisAC by 1.

Ardonk is, however, quite adept at thievery, as
reflected in his skills listed above. £
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MOCELLUS

Undeath in the Desert

by Daniel Bandera
daniel.j.bandera@us.pwcglobal.com

BIOGRAPHY

he past of Athasisfilled with blood and
death. The Cleansing Wars, begun by

Rajaat the Destroyer, attempted to
exterminate many sentient races. One elf
who joined this genocidal crusade was

Mocellus of Waverly. Centurieslater, he
continues to carry out his demented plans.

Appearance

Asaraaig (Dark SUN® MonsTtrous CompENDIUM Appendix
I1) Mocellus' elven heritage is no longer recognizable.
He appears dressed in the tattered remains of his priestly
robes. The robes, once adark crimson, are now
blackened by soot, and their remnants cling to Mocellus
body. A ceremonial cloak remainstied around his neck,
with the hood thrown back to expose Mocellus' horrid
face. Hishead is skeletal, with no flesh remaining. His
eyes are two glowing orange spots. His entire body is

surrounded by red-black flames to a distance of three feet.

A mace, which he never uses, is strapped to hisside. A
herald on the back of his cloak is the symbol of the evil
entity he worshipped. But it istoo marred, asif by
flames, to be identified.

Background

Mocelus lived during the Green Age of Athas, in the city
of Waverly, now long since buried by desert sands. He
belonged to a cult that worshipped an evil being they
called Nezjan. The doctrine of Nezjan required the daily
sacrifice of asentient being. The cult operated in secret
for many yearsin Waverly, until it was discovered and
driven from the city by a mob of outraged citizens.
During the turmoail, the mob killed many of the cult
members, including the leader. In the wake of this attack,
Mocellus took control of the handful of survivors and led
them into hiding. Inasmall cave not far from the city,
they tried to continue their worship.

12

Mocellus

Raaig, 10™-Level Cleric, Chaotic Evil

Armor Class 0 Str N/A
M ovement 9, Fl 18 (B) Dex N/A
Level/Hit Dice 10 ConN/A

Hit Points 47 Int 9
THACO 13 Wis 14
No. of Attacks 1 Cha9

Morale 17 XP 5,000
Damage/Attack 1d8+2 or by weapon

Special Attacks
Special Defenses

Cause disease, spells

Immune to sleep, charm, or hold
magic, poison and parayzation; +1
or better to be hit; spells

Magic Resistance  Nil

A few years later, aformer citizen of Waverly
returned to the city. Known as Uyness, she had become a
champion of Rajaat, the Destroyer. She asked the citizens
tojoin her in acampaign to wipe the plague of orcs from
the face of Athas. The people of Waverly readily agreed
and formed an army to join Uyness' crusade. The war
went well for the army of Waverly, but they soon faced an
unexpected problem. During the war many orcs
surrendered and were taken captive, and Uyness ordered
her forcesto kill any captured orcs. While the citizens of
Waverly were willing to kill orcsin battle, it was against
their ethical beliefs to kill the old, the young, and the
wounded who surrendered to them.

Learning of the city’s dilemma, Mocellus sensed an
opportunity for his cult to gain prestige, and secretly
approached the city’ s leaders. Hetold the leaders that he
would take the orc prisoners and dispose of them, using
the orcs as sacrificesin his ceremonies. Though
disgusted by Mocellus and his evil beliefs, the leaders
were glad to have found a solution to their problem
before Uyness discovered the prisoners. Thus they
agreed to the proposition and began sending captured
orcish males, females, and children to Mocellus to be
sacrificed on his bloody atar to Nezjan.
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Over time Nezjan' s altar was drenched in orcish
blood, but Maocellus did not believe the evil entity could
be pleased by receiving only filthy orcish blood. He
began to kidnap humans from Waverly for sacrifice. His
dealings with the town leaders had led the citizens of
Waverly to tolerate Mocellus, so he no longer had to
conceal his presence, allowing him to stalk his chosen
victims unmol ested.

Despite the years of sacrifices and devotion to
Nezjan, the evil entity never answered Mocellus' pleas
for power. Eventually, Mocellus reasoned that his evil
god could only be satisfied by the purest blood: elven
blood, that of his own kind. Soon, elves began
disappearing in Waverly.

In time, Mocellus' bloody deeds were discovered by
an elven soldier who was escorting captured orcsto
Mocellus' cave. Inarefuge pile, he recognized a bracel et
his missing sister had worn. When he reported this, the
city was outraged. A mob formed, thistime led by the
elven soldier and his comrades. They attacked the shrine
and killed Mocellus' acolytes. The mob then tied
Mocellus to the bloodied altar of Nezjan, and set the
blasphemous pair on fire. That night, Mocellus rose from
the fire’s smoldering ashes as araaig.

Current Sketch

Mocellus still haunts the cave that contained the altar to
Nezjan. Over amillennium later, when Kalidnay was
transported into Ravenloft, the Mists captured Mocellus
lair aswell and deposited it in the new domain. Now his
cave lies on the edge of that domain, overlooking the Silt
Sea. Mocellusislinked to the altar, and he cannot move
more than amile from it in any direction.

Those approaching within half amile of Mocellus
cave can hear faint chanting in a strange language.
Approaching the cave, the curious will find Mocellus
prostrated before a blood-soaked altar. Mocellus will
realize there are trespassers present in moments and turn
invisible. He then warns the visitors in awhispery,
cracked voice that death has come for them and doom of
all the citizens of Waverly. If the trespassers do not flee
at once, Mocellus attacks them with all his powers.

Mocellus also continues his quest for blood. He
attacks travelers that pass near hislair, attempting to drag
avictim back to his altar for sacrifice. He prefers elves
over any other, and will not kill an elf in combat if he can
capture him and bring the poor elf back to his bloody
altar for sacrifice.

Personality

Y ears of serviceto an evil entity weakened Mocellus
grip on reality. With histransformation into unlife and
his centuries of existence, his mind has deteriorated into

madness. He haslost all concept of time and still
believes heisliving in ancient Waverly. Mocellus can
remember little of hislife or the centuriesthat have
passed since then. His memory is very weak, and he has
trouble remembering events that happened only days
before. Opponents that escape from Mocellus' clutches
will be forgotten in aweek’ stime.

He does remember his death, and believes his undead
state is ablessing from Nezjan. Mocellus hates the
people of Waverly, whom he believes have rejected
Nezjan and himself, and he weaves unrealistic, unobtain-
able plotsto destroy the city, such as drowning it in the
Silt Sea, or destroying it in amassive sand storm. His
diseased mind confuses Kalidnay with Waverly, and his
schemes are now aimed against the citizens of Kalidnay.

Although Mocellus can still speak, he rarely does so.
However, like al raaigs, Mocellus has the innate power to
communicate with any intelligent creature, and thus can
speak and understand the languages of any who trespass
into hislair.

Combat

Anyone closing within 3' of Mocellus suffers 1d4 points
of damage from the flames that surround him. With a
successful attack, Mocellus' touch causes 1d8+2 points of
damage, and the victim must save vs. spell. If the save
fails, the dark flames surrounding the raaig spread to the
victim. The victim takes 2d6 points of damage each
round until he successfully saves vs. spell, which
extinguishes the flames.

Since his entrance into Ravenloft, Mocellus has been
ableto casts spellsas a 10™-level cleric. Itislikely that
the dark powers grant Mocellus' spells, since the evil
deity Nezjan never actually existed. In addition, once per
day Mocellus can cast a specia version of animate dead
on the remains of any sacrificial victimsin hiscave. The
spell only lasts until the next sunrise, when the undead
creatures will collapse into a pile of silt. The animated
dead will serve Mocellus faithfully, but are bound to the
same area as he.

Asaraaig, Mocellus can become invisible and/or
ethereal at will. While ethereal, he cannot be harmed.
Even when in corporeal form, he can only be wounded by
+1 or better magical weapons. However, non-magical
weapons crafted by elven smiths will harm Mocellus
while he is corporeal. Heisimmuneto sleep, charm,
hold, poison, and paralyzation. Holy water and holy
symbols do not affect him.

A raise dead spell will destroy Mocellusif hefailsa
savevs. spell. Unlike most undead Mocellusis not
immune to cold-based attacks. In fact, heis unusually
vulnerable to such attacks, taking an additional +1 per die

of damage from any cold-based attack.
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MERILEE MARKUZA

Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice

by Leyshon Campbell
cleyshon@hotmail.com

“Sugar and spice, and everything nice;
that's what little girls are made of.”
—OId English Proverb

INTRODUCTION

he Isle of Agony in Lamordia boasts an
assortment of terrors that would have the
immortal vampire cowering in fear, yet
one of the most diabolical of theide's
fiendsis neither stitched together nor
horrendous to behold. She has retained
all her piecesin pristine condition, just as the day she
died, over 150 years ago. Somewhere on the shores of
the Sea of Sorrows, alittle girl might wash ashore, cold
and wet, in search of ahome, afamily, and abiteto eat . .

Little Girl Lost

Thelast light of the sunset was sifting down through the
elm and maple trees surrounding the countryside inn
known as“C’est Si Bon.” As she opened her coffin,
Merilee noted that her ghouls had already finished the
modifications on her new doll and were now working on
the pit traps." She moved to the doll collection being
tended by a more experienced ghoul and sent her bat to
catch up onits sleep.? Allowing the tiny creature to enter

! Merileeis capable of commanding undead as a Mature
vampire; up to 88 hit dice of them at onetime. She prefers
ghouls for their reproductive ability and relatively high
intelligence, assigning them many tasks that she has a hard time
performing herself for lack of size, stature and strength. She
has developed a system for maximizing their limited
intelligence, such that ghouls in her command fight with
excellent teamwork and coordination. Treat her ghouls as very
intelligent trained animals for an idea of what they are capable
of.

2 Merilee's sentinel bat is ababy bat that is nearly identical to
the underdevel oped form that she takes. Merilee can see

4

her coffin as she exited it, Merilee called over her newest
ghoul, and bid him bury the simple wooden box.
Between stitches in her newest doll’ s dress, she watched
carefully as he left just enough room for her to enter the
coffin as mist. Hewould do well, as would the other
fishermen who had found her on the beach yesterday
morning. Their blood now warmed her body,® just as
their corpses served her purposes. After al, they had
offeredtohelp. ..

With everyone in their positions, she gave them a
quick mental lecture on the price of failure,* and then
prepared for her part. The annoyance of lacking a
reflection to check her appearance failed to bother
Merilee, for she would merely be going for the scared and
ragged look tonight. Just for effect, she had the ghouls
start back about another thirty feet, so that she had to run
through the mud and brambles before starting up the hill.

2 2 2

“There's at least four out herel!”

Gest Banniker pulled his musket off the wall and
moved toward the window. Unlike most of the other
residents of Dementlieu, the finely-muscled innkeeper
was familiar with ghouls, those carrion-feeding wretches
that walked the fields and byways of the homeland he had

through its eyes, making it an excellent spy, but itisalso a
liability in combat. Merilee has trained the bat to move quietly
and hide from observers. Should the bat be engaged in combat,
consult the RAVENLOFT MONSTROUS COMPENDIUM | & 11 for
statistics, under Bat, Ravenloft.

3 “Waste not, want not” isa philosophy Merilee follows quite
well. She often allows her ghouls to feast on those she has
drained of blood to prevent them becoming vampires. Other
times she will drink alittle from a paralyzed victim before the
ghouls convert the unfortunate into one of them.

* Merilee enforces strict disci pline. Knowing that the main
liability of her more intelligent servantsistheir insatiable
hunger, she makes it abundantly clear that any ghoul who even
“tastes’ avictim without her say-so is going to become the main
course at the next available opportunity. She enforces thisrule
strictly, and has a remarkably disciplined cadre of ghouls.
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left years ago. And unlike the pathetic sops who dwelt in
the lands of Necropolis, Gest wasn't afraid to challenge

the dead for the lands of the living. While the mgjority of
his guests began to panic, Banniker was going into action.

His musket took down one flesh-eater, and just as he
expected, the remainder paused to snack before
continuing toward the house.®> On his signal, Jean
d’ Uarde took careful aim and fired his belt pistal,
maiming one of the creatures. The rest continued their
feast as the musket fired again, felling another. With two
down and two distracted, Banniker handed the musket to
his steward, Janus, and headed out with an axe.

Crossing the room toward the door, he was called
back by the cry of Elbert Blethins, up on the stairway.

“Where'd that girl come from?!”

Sure enough, Gest tore open the door to see alittle
girl running, stumbling up the hill, pursued by two more
ghouls. She was screaming for help as she ran, nearly out
of breath, to the high fence where his dogs were kept.
Excited by the prospect of fresh meat, the nearer ghouls
dropped their grisly feast and moved in again.

Banniker tore open the gate and called his dogs back
with aword, then pulled the hysterical girl inside. The
gate was slammed shut and Gest waited for the ghoul
following her until it was clawing at the gate. It was
halfway over when Gest beheaded it and kicked the body
back. Each ghoul that cameto dine on their fallen
comrade received the same treatment, until four corpses
lay by hisfence. He hadn’t intended for them to get so
close, but as it was, the bodies would simply have to be
dragged away from the house before burning.

The bodies were burned in the woods that night, and,
as Banniker had predicted, no others arrived afterward.
By that time the fire was lit, the belated dinner was on the
table, and the guests had dismissed their encounter as a
curiosity altogether, except, of course, for the girl. Her
name, once she gave it, was Elizabeth Ann Farmington,®
and she was from Mordentshire. Every effort to get her to
eat was rebuffed,” and she kept mumbling about her
daddy. The sight was nearly enough to drive the men to
tears, for they had all seen her break into hysterics at the
sight of one of the bodies, the freshest ghoul there. Her
father’ s fate was obvious, but still she continued to cry for
him.

® At certain times when her ghouls are supposed to act as
“normal” ghouls, Merilee releases her hold on them and they
return to their natural tendencies. In such casesthey are
indistinguishable from “normal” ghouls, at least by behavior.

® Merilee has many aliases that she goes by, but the most
common are Elizabeth Ann and her pen name, T. LaMark.

" While Merilee can drink, eating has been difficult for her. She
has made an art form out of finding excuses to avoid eating. In
situations where she feels it necessary, she may be able to hold
down solid food for 1d10 minutes.

“1 think she must be in shock, poor thing,” mumbled
Lysha Paddington, a young woman from Falkovniawith a
child of her own.

“Absolutely,” agreed Myrta Blethins, the bossy
matr(gn from Mordent. “We mustn’t do anything to upset
her.”

“Well, from the few questions she answered, she's
probably not near family,”® Jean noted.

“Well, we can’'t help her much tonight. She can sleep
in our room,” said Myrta, “and tomorrow we'll take her
into town to see if anyone there can help her.”

All present murmured their assent around the table,™
though Gest and Janus exchanged |ooks at the thought of
someone volunteering C'est Si Bon for a charity case.
Speculation continued about where the ghouls must have
come from—aobviously some group of the slavering beast
had wandered away from the Necropolitan border. Such
things certainly didn’t come from Dementlieu.

Gest and Janus retired from the table shortly after the
halfling cook had served dessert. Their business took
them into Janus’ office, where, with nobody to hear
them,™ he related the |atest reports of their assets to his
master.

8 Accordi ng to the DUNGEON MASTER Guide, vampires can give
mental commands to their charmed victims without using any
sort of vocal signal. Merilee uses this ability to carefully plant
words in people that are not out of character, but are what she
wants them to say. Unless the remark istruly out of character
or uses knowledge the victim didn’'t have access to, most people
will not even notice anything unusual, even when it happens to
them.
® Merilee will often play adistraught child, giving only vague
details of her situation and counting on those who hear to make
assumptions, which they often do. This allows her to build
extremely believable lies.
9 Unlike anormal charm, which creates feeli ngs of strong
friendship, Merilee' s powerful charm attaches to memories of
childhood, parenthood, and innocence, such that her victims
often see her as one of their own children, or perhaps alittle
sibling. For thisreason, while her victims may not die for her if
she asks, most would sacrifice themselves for Merileeif sheis
threatened.

Saves against Merilee's charm ability are at the standard -
2 for vampiric charm, with and additional -2 penalty for
Merilee' s apparent innocence. Additionally, the DM may wish
to add penalties for those with strong parental feelings, or
remove Merilee' s bonus for those who are more familiar with
her vampiric nature.
1 One of the uses of gaseous form is that while oneis spread
out so thin asto be effectively invisible, senses are extended
throughout, allowing for monitoring in multiple rooms of a
house, for example. Extension of the gaseous form requires
heavy concentration, however; only one conversation can be
monitored at any time. In addition, extending the gaseous form
is at the normal rate for gaseous form movement. Combined
with the daytime excursions of a sentinel bat, no secret is safe
from Merilee for long.

75
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“Well, | had my doubts about this new
arrangement—" Janus began.

“Which you have already expressed. | told you,
we've had no reports from the rest of the Kargat, and in
such situations | am left to my discretion.”

Janus, not as young as he used to be and never one
for confrontation, raised his hands in placating gesture
and nodded his agreement.

“Of course, | was only saying—" Janus noted his
employer’s grim demeanor and changed the subject. “I'll
need to recharge your ring soon, master.”

It wasn’t the change in subject that adjusted Gest’s
mood for the better. It was that word, “master,” that did
it. Janus was a sniveling little wizard who had accepted
lycanthropy to cure his typhoid seven years ago, and
along with that gift had come indenture to Gest. Gest
would never let Janus forget that it was he, not Janus, who
spoke for and represented the Kargat.

“Not while the husband and wife are here,” he
murmured. “Jean and Lysha are bound to keep what
secrets they learn of usto themselves, lest we alert the
authorities to their location.”

Janus made a note in his book after a momentary
hesitation.

“Oh, yes,” he said, something in the book catching
his attention, “Lysha hasn’t paid us the extra amount that
you demanded for not revealing her child’s half-elven
nature.” He paused at this, with an expectant look at
Gest.

“She claims that she has nothing else to pay with,”
Gest agreed. “Have Coinfumble go through her
belongings tomorrow while cleaning, and see if that's
true. If so, perhaps| can make arrangements for an
alternative form of payment.”

Janus wanted to comment that the woman was
married, and would object to the form of payment that
Gest usually asked women for, but then, he knew what the
response would be: She was a refugee, hiding here with
nobody to help her. Fleeing from Falkovnia, the woman
had probably had to “pay” some soldier in asimilar
manner to get herein the first place. Even then, they
didn’t even know that her story was true; perhaps she had
made up her marriage to an elven man to avoid Jean's
advances. Such marriages were certainly rare enough,
especially in Falkovnia.

The two finished the remainder of their businessin
silence and Banniker headed back to the dining room.
There he found his guests looking around for Elizabeth,
who was subsequently found outside,'? staring at the line

12 Another advantage of gaseous form is that when dispersed
through multiple rooms of a house or other area, Merilee can
chooseto “regroup” at any point. The cost of thisisthat it
takes at least twice aslong for Merilee to disperse and regroup
asit would take to travel somewhere in gaseous form. The
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of thick, black smoke streaming from the nearby woods.
Clicking her tongue in motherly fashion, with a glance at
the other folk who stood staring at this poignant sight,
Myrta Blevins took the girl under her arm and led her
away from thoughts of her lost father.*®

2 2 2

The “kiss goodnight” Merilee had given to Elbert
and Myrta contained enough soporific* to deepen their
sleep while she fed, turned to mist, and left to do her
work. Not wanting to leave them too weak, she resisted
sating her full desire for blood in their room, choosing
instead to take avisit to Lysha and her little boy,
Sardion.”® Apparently Lyshawas disguising Sardion’s
identity by having him appear sick—aruse familiar to
Merilee. Dipping afinger into the via of powerful
soporific that had been concealed inside her doll,*®

advantage is that it allows her to find an out-of-the-way area
and claim to have been there all the time.
3 Merilee will often pretend to be a traumatized child in some
way or another, asthisis aready explanation for her coldness,
“anemia,” inability to eat, and need to sleep at strange times.
Even more, this allows her room to make strange requests and
actions without them seeming “out of character” for a child.
Finaly, this prevents extensive probing into her background.
“Rescuers’ are far more likely to try to keep her mind off her
apparent troubles than dredge up bad memories.
14 \With decades to dedicate to her craft, Merilee has become an
accomplished herbalist and poisoner. She can create extremely
potent sleep poisons, and she often coats her lips with them
before an innocent-seeming kiss goodnight. The onset timeis
slowed by the fact it is a contact poison, but thisis offset by the
fact that the blood vessels of the head and neck promote rapid
circulation. In essence, victims of this poison must save vs.
poison or fall asleep within 4-11(1d8+3) minutes. If Merileeis
using this before feeding, as she often does, this poison merely
adds a -4 to the save vs. poison that must be made in order to
awake during feeding (see Van Richten’s Guide to Vampires,
pg. 58). Asaways, afailed save means she can feed at leisure
while the victim sleeps.
5 AsaMature vampire, Merilee would require 11 hp of blood
per day. With her “childlike” appetite, however, thisis lowered
to 6. Her incredible discipline and willpower alow her to take
tiny amounts from a number of sources. By far, her favorite
victims are children like herself, but she feeds from them rarely
because of the frequency of death. Even anonfatal feeding will
often make a child so weak so as to be bedridden for aday.
Only Merilee' s discipline keeps her from killing the children
she feeds from.
16 Below are standard contents for asmall doll (usually a soft
rag doll, sometimes wood) or alarge doll (usually wood and
cloth, sometimes ceramic). Merilee uses these dolls to conceal
whatever would be “out of character” for an innocent little girl.
Small Doll: 2 poisoned darts, small vial of poison, 2d4 gp.
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Merilee carefully sedated the pair with adrop on their
skin before feeding. Merilee relished the taste of child’s
blood, knowing that Lyshawould not be able to tell
anyone anything even if she thought something was
amiss—after al, Sardion was supposed to be sick.

Having fed sparingly on four people, Merilee could
now put her mind to her task. Between what she had seen
through her sentinel bat over the past few days, and what
she had heard while gaseous, Gest had been quite busy.
Rumors from Necropolis held that he had been attacked
by arival in the Kargat who knew of his lycanthropy,
using both silver and wolfsbane, but these attacks had
proven ineffective. Still, she wanted to verify thisfor
herself. During the past week, her sentinel bat had
observed Gest’s careful avoidance of silver, to the point
that he let Janus actually handle the coins whenever
money changed hands. Merilee suspected this was
feigned, but she would find out soon enough.

Reassuming gaseous form, she dlipped silently
downstairs to the kitchen, noting the doorway to the back
rooms where Misra Coinfumble slept. Eavesdropping
had confirmed rumors that the halfling thief had been
captured and infected by Gest after she botched picking
his pocket in MartiraBay. He had forced her to assume
her current surname as a constant reminder to the little
thief whose pride needed no reminders. Misrawas too
cowardly to directly oppose her master and not clever
enough to come up with an indirect form of combat, but
gtill Merilee knew that with some help, the little thief
could get her revenge.

Stowing the information away for later, Merilee
clambered up on the halfling’ s ladder and took alook
through cupboards, making a mental inventory®’ of all the
spices they had—or didn’'t. The halfling cook was the
reason they had named their inn “It's So Good” in
Dementlieur, but her skill in the culinary arts could prove
aliability if her well-stocked stores were conspicuously
lacking any spices. Of the few things missing, one stood
out, backing up Merileg' s suspicions about Gest. Just
before climbing back down, Merilee took a second look
at the anise, which had been far in the back, covered in
dust. Thethought struck her again that she was on to
something.

Once again, she stowed the knowledge away for
later. For now she would make certain Gest wasn’t

Large Doll: All of the above, plus one of the following: 10
charges of gunpowder, small firearm, 1d4 vials of poison, signal
mirror, map/document.

Y Merilee's memory is so excellent she can recite entire books
from memory with only afew minor errors. She believes that
thisfeature is a side effect of being transformed as a child; her
brain was in a state of development that should have cometo a
closein adulthood. Instead, her mind continued to grow at the
rapid rate of achild’s over the decades. This may also explain
her high Intelligence and Wisdom scores.

simply awerewolf. She pulled out a cloth bag from
inside her doll and looked around for Coinfumble’s
breakfast recipes. Adding tiny amounts of finely ground
wolfsbane to the ingredients of several breakfast dishes,
she took her time mixing in the powder so it would never
be noticed, not even by a halfling connoisseur. Then she
tucked the bag back inside her doll, turned into mist, and
flowed into the woods to talk to her lackeys.

Merilee liked ghoul and human assistants for various
reasons. Humans had the skills and the creativity to be
very helpful, if they could be manipulated. Ghouls, on
the other hand, could be refreshing to work with, if such a
term could be used about the reeking, rotten corpses she
ordered around. Undoubtedly, they could be a
refreshment compared to humans, for one simple
quality—they did as they were told.

Indeed, her sentinel bat was being well cared for, the
pit traps had been dug all around the area, and her second
coffin had been delivered, along with four more ghouls to
carry it. Not bad, considering that she only had two
ghouls left after the assault on the inn. She had decided
to call four more ghouls and another coffin from
Chateaufaux,® rather than turn the rest of the C'est Si
Bon's guests into replacement ghouls. Not only would
the psychological effect of being attacked by them be lost
on akiller like Banniker, but al five guests would be
more useful in other capacities—for now . . .

Merilee turned her thoughts to the wolfsbane, plus
the silver mace and dagger that lay in her coffin. She had
always doubted their effectiveness as weapons, but now
she had more confidence in an alternative role. Stowing
them in the bag, she shifted to gaseous form and returned
totheinn.

Minutes later, Merilee was back in the woods with
Jean’ s bullet molds and several silver and copper coins.
Making bullets was tedious work, and now she had time
to reflect on the evidence she had gathered. She had no
doubt now that Gest was no werewolf. His strong body
odor was thefinal clue, asdistinctive asit was. His
avoidance of coins was not feigned, however. A heavy
dose of the deep drug had allowed her to test Banniker's
skin for an allergy, and the rash should be gone by the
end of the night for sure. She could have killed him
tonight, but now she was confident that she could use this

18 Consideri ng that she destroyed Keesla while the two were
traveling, and knowing the difficulties in traveling as a vampire,
Merileetakes alot of precautions. Firgt, at any time, she has at
least three coffins or other such areas for sleep. A day’stravel
behind her, you will find her underlings digging up her last
coffin and preparing to ship it to another location. When she
knows where she is headed next, she always has a coffin buried
somewhere in the area at |east three days in advance, and there
are always servants watching it. Thus, there is always one
coffin in front, one behind, and one where sheis currently

staying.
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weakness to his disadvantage at any time, and get a much
better payoff.

Her biggest curiosities now were the ring Gest
wore—which apparently protected him from her charm
ability—and how well he controlled his bloodlust. The
ring must have been a gift from the Kargat for his
assignment to the area. That would have to be dealt with.
From her examination of Janus' notes, the mind shielding
effect was constant, but the ring could also be enchanted
with the ability to detect charms. From what she had
seen, Gest used it on everyone when they first arrived,
which would prevent him from catching on to her actions.
He doubted that he even used it on her when she arrived,
but even so, it obvious why the Living Brain had selected
her for thisjob.*

She carefully showed the ghouls how to use the bullet
mold, woke her sentinel bat, and dlipped back to C'est Si
Bon. Therewas along day coming, and she needed to
practice to be ready for her part.

2 2 2

“Look at her; she must have been so exhausted,”
Myrta Blethins whispered to her husband. “I wonder if
she'll eat anything this morning.” She nudged the tiny
girl awake, the little grey eyes blinking as Elizabeth
looked back at the grandmotherly woman.

“Breakfast is ready!”

Elbert stood behind them, waiting patiently as his
wife did what she loved best. Once the girl was fully
awake,”° the three of them headed downstairs. Elizabeth
stayed away from windows, still sluggish, and excused
herself quickly halfway through breakfast. Shetook a
plate of Coinfumble’s wonderful pancakes and sausage to
her room, saying she still wanted to sleep. Nestling down

¥ Merilee sdlls her servicesto many of Ravenloft'svillains and
darklords. Sheisavery professional person who usually does
more than she is asked and requests small favorsin return. Her
immunity to mind control, poison, and death magic make her
available as an agent for/against Dominic d'Honaire, the Living
Brain, the lords of Borca, Ghastria, or even Strahd himself.
While she does not take on fool’s errands, it is possible to use
her as a servant of just about any villain in a given campaign.
(Note that this does not mean that she will back both sides of a
conflict. Merilee will usually side with one or the other, to
prevent unfortunate misunderstandings.)

2| ike other vampires who can be awakened during the day,
Merilee suffers some disorientation that is usually passed off as
grogginess. Thereisafull minute where she can take no action,
and another 1d4 where she can not use shapechanging or
gaseous form. If awakened by someone who thinks her mortal,
however, she will often feign dleep (deliberately breathing in
and out, etc.) and then feign some grogginess at the appropriate
time.
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in her blankets just beneath the window,? Elizabeth
hugged her doll all the tighter, and fell asleep again.

As planned, Myrta and Elbert prepared to take the
girl into town. She went along willingly, even cheerily,
and once outside in the midmorning sun, she even ran
ahead, skipping down the path into the copse of trees
ahead of them. She loved riding with Elbert and Myrtain
the cab, her cold fingers wrapped around the old woman’s
asif they were mother and child. However, no sooner
were they around the first bend from the inn than Merilee
began to be sick, running to the bushes to throw up.

“| better go back,” she told them after a moment.?

After amomentary disagreement, Myrta agreed that
they could ask around in town on her behalf just as easily
without her. Elbert began to turn the carriage around, but
Elizabeth was already walking back to C'est Si Bon on
the road, so they kept going as they had. No sooner were
they out of sight but she dissolved into mist and floated
into the shady woods.

2 2 2

Safein her coffin, Merilee could continue to keep
tabs on the humans through her sentinel bat, which
awakened her every few hoursto report. Lysha's
belongings had been searched, revealing the silver
weapons that Lysha had no idea were there. With alittle
prompting from Merilee, Jean was on hand to confess that
the weapons were his.® Once he was alone with Lysha,

2L AsaMature vampire, Merilee can tolerate one minute in the
sun without taking damage, assuming she makes the initial save
vs. petrification required to enter it (see footnote #26). She has
refined atalent for looking like she'sin sunlight, when she's
not. A common trick isto be seen at morning or evening, in the
long shadow of the setting or rising sun, even walking through
it briefly, but keeping contact to a minimum. Aslong as she has
adoll (seefootnote #27), she can even sleep in such a situation,
at least until the shadow moves.

%2 One of the greatest annoyances about being considered a
child isthat somebody is always watching you. Where other
vampires can go off alone, Merileeis often followed or guarded
by those concerned with her safety. While she could order
charmed protectors to leave her alone, thiswould certainly alert
them to something strange the moment the charm wears off. To
avoid embarrassment, then, Merilee often uses elaborate ruses
such asthe onein this example.

% Merilee often coordinates the tel epathic charm power
mentioned in footnote #9 with the spying actions of her sentinel
bat. Thisallows her to bypass the normal weakness of vampiric
control, which is that a charmed servitor outside of the
vampire's senses cannot be given instructions how to react to a
new situation. This also allows her to direct her ghouls
strategically from afar, by using her bat asa spy. Notethat if
sheis asleep, the bat will only wake her up to do thisin an
obvious emergency, or at a prearranged event. Also note that



BOOK OF SECRETS: RAVENLOFT DENIZENS

Jean confessed that he had lied to protect her, which to
him seemed a perfectly suitable reason for his actions. Of
course, without the clueless couple there, Gest was able to
confront Lysha with her lack of payment, and Jean
quickly offered the silver weapons in exchange.

Jean and Lysha were both confused about the
disappearance of Jean’ s bullet mold and the arrival of the
weapons, but neither one wished to tell the truth to Gest,
so Merilee' s plan was working fine. Janus told Gest
about the missing money, and Gest immediately
suspected Jean, which was also expected. Gest would
now believe that the silver weapons had been hidden in
Lysha s room to avoid detection of some plot against him.
These clues could not have worked out better.

Merilee was much more interested in the Blethins, so
she sent her bat out to follow them after all was working
fineinside theinn. Shewould have to time her arrival
with that of the Blethins, which probably meant delaying
them. Six hours later, the bat woke her up to report that
they were buying thingsin town. It only took a mental
nudge to get Myrta Blethins to buy her anew, larger doll.
Buying the fennel would be pushing it, so she had the bat
make a quick sweep of the market for afew minutes, and
then told it to head back to C'est Si Bon.

The bat woke her up just as the Blethins were coming
up the path. The sun was till setting; it would be tough
to manage the switch, but easier than this morning had
been. Gritting her teeth,®* she turned into a bat and flew
ahead of them, into the second story, and turned into mist
to get inside.

2 2 2

“But wasn't she with you?!” Gest demanded. Even
bossy Myrta shrank alittle from this outburst; Gest wasin
afoul mood.

“1 was upstairs,” came aweak voice from above
them. Coming downstairs was Elizabeth, groggy and
rubbing her eyes. “I saw that Misrawas cleaning our
room when | came back, so | picked another. Am 1 in
trouble?'®

with her incredible powers of insight and attention to planning,
Merilee will have the bat prepared for most situations.

2 Merilee's exceptional wisdom gives her a bonus against
many saves that vampires make, including the savesto see if
sheisrepelled by sunlight, mirrors, or holy symbols. (See Van
Richten’s Guide to Vampires, pg. 41, 42, and 48.)

% These statements are excellent examples of Merilee stactics
for non-charm manipulation. Thefirst isareplay of footnote
#10; letting people assume more to her statements than she has
said. Everyonein hearing will assume she has been in aroom
they were not in, and that somebody else was aware of it. By
not stating a specific room, Merilee has side-stepped any
confrontation that might arise by being caught in alie. The
second is another great line, one that Merilee has used to get out
of trouble for over acentury. Most conflicts that are centered

Banniker shook his head and headed off to hurry
Coinfumble along, while Elbert and Myrta swarmed all
over the worried child, showing her all the wonderful
things they had got her in town. Most of all, she loved
the new doll they had bought her, with the porcelain
features and hands. It was a very nice one, and they could
tell she liked dolls by the way she always clung to her
cloth one.?®

Coinfumble had been saving food for all three of
them, so it was easy enough to just go to their room and
gossip about town. The girl was getting chatty now, and
they got to their room just as the sun was setting outside
the window. Elizabeth was the first one there, but as they
were just settling down, Elizabeth jumped back up to say
she had forgotten her other doll where she had been
sleeping. Taking her plate with her, she ventured briefly
into the other room.

“Well, deary, ‘tis good to see you’' ve got your
appetite back.” Elbert offered, noting that her plate was
now half empty. Elizabeth only smiled shyly.

They continued their conversation, with Elizabeth
getting so worked up that she could hardly concentrate on
eating. Rather than talk about her, which they feared
might upset her, the two adults decided to tell her stories,
and found she had quite afew of her own. They
continued telling stories long into the evening, before
going to bed.

2 2 2

This time around, the soporific was only being used
to prevent the older couple from waking up. They were
wearing out Merileg' s patience and their usefulness, so
tonight she would be feeding from Jean, Coinfumble, and
Janus. Taking her larger doll, Merilee turned into mist
and flowed into Jean’ sroom. There, after feeding, she
quickly searched through his things for something she
would need for the next phase of her operation.

Toreach al her goalsin one night, Merilee would
need wings. Taking the bag she had used the night

around her but do not actually accuse her of wrongdoing can be
defused with this question.

% Merilee, like al of her kind, requires some relic of her former
lifeto leep with. In her case, thisisadoll. Merilee always
sleeps with adoll of some kind, although it needn’t be one she
owned in life—those have all gone the way of all the earth.

Y et, as much as she despises her childlike appearance, her
condition forces her to acquire or make a new doll every few
years. She hasasmall collection of dolls saved up, so as not to
be without one should she be forced to find new refuge. One
advantage of thisisthat alittle girl with adoll collection isfar
less conspicuous than a man who ships barrels of earth
wherever he goes. Another isthat in a pinch, there are bound to
be dollsin every village she goes to, making it easy for her to
find quick and easy refuge.
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before, she turned into abat and flew into town, to the
home of adye-seller she had seen earlier. Fennel was
used for yellow and brown dyes, and between the garden
and the exterior storerooms, she managed to collect quite
ahit. Dropping this off a her ghouls' camp, she gave
them instructions on how it was to be used, then headed
back into the inn.

Waking Jean was quite easy, but keeping him awake
was difficult. Knowing he was curious about somebody
stealing and planting things, Merilee deliberately made
some noises in the hall outside his room, and then outside
hiswindow. Finally, Jean got dressed and crept outside.

By the time Jean was outside investigating the
window, Merilee had turned back into gaseous form and
wasinside, at Janus bedside. She woke the old man,
using her already-present charm powers as she told him
that she couldn’t sleep.

“That’sno surprise,” the old man huffed, getting out
of bed. “Y ou have done nothing but sleep all day!”

Getting him into the study was easy after that. Had
he been fully awake, he might have noticed there was
something strange about her request to get a book on the
uppermost shelf—something deliberate. Had he not been
charmed, he might have refused to get up on his tiptoes
and reach for the book she asked for—a simple
accounting book, as he had insisted. Had he a mirror and
been able to see her reflection in it, he might have had a
warning as she opened the back of her porcelain doll,
pulled out awheellock belt pistol, and held it towards the
back of his head with both hands.?’

The shot woke everyone not already awake. With
only moments to act, Merilee dropped the pistol to the
floor and drained the last of the wizard' s life force with a
blow from her fist. Her mist was dissipating throughout
the room as Coinfumble arrived, followed by Jean, then
Gest, then Lysha, then Myrta and Elbert, the last two till
obviously searching for the missing girl. Merilee
observed the argument with enthusiasm.

It was, of course, Jean’s gun, and he had been the
only one not in hisroom. Jean immediately began
accusing Gest, talking about somebody stealing from him,
which Gest naturally took as an attempt to rel ocate the
blame. Even more interesting was observing the actions
of Gest and Coinfumble at the sight of blood.
Coinfumble immediately excused herself, which Merilee
decided must have been a preemptive attempt to avoid
going into bloodlust. Gest, being atrue lycanthrope,

2" Merilee has used firearms before, but with her tiny, weak
hands she requires a two-handed grip on the smallest of such
weapons, and the kick they put out is prohibitive to frequent
use. They often go flying completely out of her hands. Larger
firearms are only useful if she can steady them on something
else. When used, however, Merileg' s high Dexterity makes her
an adequate shot.
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exercised more restraint, but between his rage and the
sight of blood, the amount of restraint was visible.

Merilee decided that the argument could only
escalate properly if the older couple were out of the way,
so she decided to remove them. Slipping out of the room
in mist form, Merilee ran around to the window where
Lysha noticed her, which sent Elbert and Myrta outside
immediately after her. Knowing that she had to get back
and watch the show so that she could direct Jean properly,
Merilee ran sobbing into the woods, followed by the
Blethins. Moments later, she was better fed and had two
more ghouls. The Blethins had served their purpose.

Returning to the inn, Merileewasjust in timeto
make Jean run for hislife. Gest’s assumptions were that
Jean had been sent here to kill him; the discovery that
Janus was dain with asilver bullet only confirmed that
supposition.”® Lyshawas sobbing and frantic, not
understanding any of what was happening. A brief
mental nudge sent Lysha running to her room, where she
simply held Sardion and waited for all thisto stop.

It would soon be over, Merilee judged. With Lysha
in her room, Jean running, Coinfumble ready to change
and Gest angry, Banniker would go for ahunt. Sure
enough, soon he was letting out his dogs after Jean, who
by now had reached the woods and was still running. She
turned into a bat to intercept Jean before he got too far,
al the while giving her ghouls a strict mental command to
hold back. She didn’t want Jean killed while he was still
useful.

It was the odor of the dogs that first tipped her off,
Merilee decided. Even bred with wolves and hounds as
they were, the strong smell of jackal was till in them, as
it wasin Gest, whose strong body odor was her fina clue.
The avoidance of anise, which tasted like fennel, only
emphasized the fact that the common household herb was
missing. As heran into the woods after Jean, a man-
jackal hybrid at the head of a pack of wolf-jackal hybrids,
Merilee saw how easily he could have been mistaken for
awerewolf by a non-lycanthrope.

Jean stopped and stared at her as she coalesced into
solid form in front of him.

“What are you?’ he breathed, his voice shuddering as
the howls broke from the hilltops behind him.

“l am aghost,” Merileelied. “| was dain years ago
by this beast, and | have come for my revenge. Gest
Banniker ismy murderer, and | desire justice.”

% |t is common practice for Merilee to have a scapegoat for her
actions. If feeding, she may bruise her own neck and pretend to
be avictim, then charm somebody to make them impersonate a
vampire. When investigating, Merilee will often try to make
her scapegoat appear capable but incorrect on many points.
This prevents immediate elimination of the scapegoat and lulls
the victim into afalse sense of security.
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Jean had a hundred questions, she knew, about why
she had appeared the way she had, and about her actions
the past few days. With the pack hot on his trail,
however, he only had time for the one that mattered:

“How can | help?’

Merilee told her two newest ghoulsto hide, knowing
that Jean would have too many questions about Myrta and
Elbert. She introduced him to the rest as other former
victims of Gest before telling him what to do.

Gest crashed through the brush on the trail of this
foolish prey who thought he could be dain with silver.
Well, let him shoot Gest with silver bullets al night.
Were it not for the murder of Janus, he might have let the
man live to spread misinformation. Then again, maybe
not; it had been too long since he had had a decent hunt,
and the exhilaration was compelling.

The trail was pitifully straight, and the dogs closed in
quickly. Suddenly asmall figure crouched on afalen
treein front of them. With a start, the figure jumped
forward and smacked his lead dog, killing it. Within the
moments it took for Gest to arrive on the scene, half his
pack was dead. In shock and fury, Gest let out aroar that
tore through the woods like thunder.

“Whoops, was that one a cousin?’ a gentle voice
purred mockingly. Gest stared at the figure that stood
boldly amid his cowering dogs. Coinfumble? No, she
wastoo dim. Hiseyesand mindset finally adjusted as he
was pulled out of the heady reverie of the hunt. Thiswas
someone else.

“Don’'t recognize me?’ Merilee said, alittle louder
this time as she stepped up to face Gest. She chose her
words carefully, so as to mean different things to Gest and
Jean. Hisbestial eyes only registered confusion. This
was the girl, Elizabeth. What in the Mists was going on?
Then he remembered a Kargat meeting from decades
back. Mention of achild vampire who was associated
with the Kargat, made dealings with them. He had even
met her, but she had looked so plain . . .

“Betrayer!” heroared, his mind still on the hunt, his
rage needing no explanation for why the child vampire
would strike against a Kargat agent. Merilee backed up
to the fallen tree and held her ground there as she watched
him surge forward, preparing a strike of her own with just
the right timing.

Merilee' s head blew apart into clouds of mist as Jean
fired straight through her, hitting the werejackal with a
ball of solid copper. Gest was knocked back, giving
Merilee the instant that she needed. Her hands shot to his
furry gut, draining hislife away as he staggered back,
roaring with a pain that he felt so rarely it was unreal to
him even now. Gest’s counterattack was furious, but it
ended as Merilee turned to mist® and drifted back under

2 With only 18 hp, Merilee often attacks for a round by
surprise and then is turning to mist by the time her opponents

thelog. Jean fired again, hitting the monstrous beast in
the head as he tried to climb over after Merilee. The pain
was maddening now, and Gest came on in spite of a
nagging doubt that he should not continue his pursuit.
Jean backed up and, taking his pistol from the ghouls who
had been reloading it, fired again. Another pistol ready,
and he fired again. With all this going on, the constant
barrage of copper bullets tearing into him, Gest never
noticed the dart that penetrated his flesh.*® It was not
enchanted, and so caused no pain, but it was poisoned in
aspecial fashion.®* With or without this final stroke from
Merilee, Gest was near death.

“Stop.” Merilee said to Jean, adding emphasis
through her charm.

Jean ceased firing and smiled at the wrecked, heaving
heap that had been Gest Banniker. The ghouls moved in
and paralyzed the fallen creature, though to Jean it looked
asif they had merely finished him off, as Gest had already
ceased to move. Asthe ghouls dragged Gest into the
brush, Merilee turned.

“Thank you Jean; we've had our justice, with your
help. Go check on Lysha.”

With Jean gone, Merilee turned back to her ghouls,
who were, as per her orders, burying the paralyzed Gest
up to hisneck. The fennel had proved unnecessary till
now, but it might still be useful for interrogating the
werebeast. Before the ghouls began to bury Gest, Merilee
looked him in the eyes.

“Change,” she ordered.

Obediently, Gest changed back to a human, still
unable to move. Ignoring that the transformation had
allowed Gest to heal some of his wounds, Merilee leaned
into the pit and removed his magical ring. With a mental
note for her ghouls to proceed, Merilee slipped the ring
inside her brand-new doll and began packing to leave.

“1 can get out of here, girl,” Gest spat at her minutes
later, asthe paralysis wore off. It was an empty threat,
and they both knew it.

are attacking. Most attackers cannot do 18 hp in two rounds,
leaving her to regenerate as mist and then continue the assault.
By using her mist form this way, Merilee can wear down high-
level parties, by causing them to waste powerful magic as she
waits out the duration of the spells.

% Merilee uses poisoned dartsin combat against anyone who
she desires an edge against. Unlike many other opponents,
Merilee has no compunctions about overreacting and/or
“cheating” in her combat tactics. She has even been known to
coat her nailsin contact poison (no need to worry about what it
might do to her, after all).

31 \Whether this poison actually worked on Gest is up to the
DM, but it is catalytic: if ingested or injected 5-30 minutes
before a paralyzing touch, it lowersthe save by 5. Thisis not
cumulative.

8l
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“Not before | can bash in your head and steal what's
left of your life, you can’t. And don’t call me‘girl’,” she
responded.

“Why?' he asked hoarsely. “Why have you betrayed
the Kargat?’

“First, | might aswell tell you that the Kargat aren’t
in charge anymore. Second, | never worked for them
done. | was merely an associate, not alackey.* 1’m here
on different business.”

Gest’s answers were forthcoming as she interrogated
him about what he knew of the Living Brain and Dominic
d' Honaire. She was amused to discover that he had
offended Aubrecker without knowledge of his existence;
he had been trying to track d’ Honaire' s agents, thinking
him the only such influence on the people of Dementlieu.

“Well,” she stated, “when the sun comes up, two
things are going to happen. One, I’ m getting into my
coffin, which will be moved away by my ghouls. Two,
you are going to get avisitor by the name of Alexis
Wilhaven. He svery interested in ‘investing’ in you and
your business.”

Oblivious to his screams, the ghouls tamped the earth
down around Gest and took turns watching over him until
sunrise. Thelast two to leave, who he recognized, were
placed as guards as the other six marched off into the
woods with Merilee's coffin.

2 2 2

“He'll be an excellent ally, Merilee.” It was Alexis
Wilhaven who spoke, and it was the body of Alexis
Wilhaven that sat with Merileein C'est Sl Bon that
evening. But the words dlipping from Alexis mouth
came directly from Rudolph van Aubrecker, the Living
Brain. Coinfumble and Gest were ever the gracious
hosts, but Lysha and Jean had fled the madness of theinn
forever. There was little worry of either coming back, as
they were both refugees of sorts who would have reasons
to hide their presence here. Add to that Jean’s belief that
he had helped avenge an age-old murder, and the truth of
what happened here tonight would soon be shrouded in
fireside tales of tragic justice.

“1 thought as much,” purred the girl-vampire as she
reclined on the sofa. “He only needed alittle taming.”
Ever the gentleman, Aubrecker had brought her a bottle
of fresh blood, warmed by the fire for her enjoyment.

* Merilee exaggerates on this point; she has been studying
Adam and his children—and golems in genera—for years, and
she offered that information to the Kargat in exchange for a
couple of favors years ago. She maintains a good relationship
with afew members of the Kargat after the Requiem, but she
has nothing resembling membership. She acquired these
contacts after the last Kargat vampire who tried to study Adam
never came back; Merilee sometimes wears his ring.
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Coinfumble refilled her glass mutely and left the room
again.

It took alittle while for Aubrecker to respond; he was
unable to read Merilee' s thoughts and had to use the
much slower method of reading Alexis' memories of her
words. They were both used to the style of conversation.
“And once again, you have outshone your calling. | only
asked that he be eliminated. Bringing him alive was
excellent work; preserving his reputation here so he could
be exploited was even more commendable. Asfor the
ring, | expect you will take that as part of your fee; | have
little use for it, and would see it out of my life forever.”

“You'retoo kind.” Merilee murmured. Aubrecker
continued without acknowledging the comment.

“And for the rest of your fee?’

Merilee pursed her lips briefly while pretending to
think.

“Not money, not thistime.” She waited for the
words to reach him.

“Bewary, lest you ask too much—"

“Analias. | wish for you to prepare an alias| can use
in the shipping industry here on the coast. | need to be
able to arrange shipments of products up north, and using
my charms is getting tedious.”

“Quite simple,” the Living Brain responded. He had
created false identities for much of his criminal empire.
Another would hardly be difficult.

“Indeed, yet infinitely valuable to me. Too many
suspicions are sown when a ten-year old tries to arrange
business deals with merchant companies, and when
money is revealed, far too many think me an easy mark.
It's abundantly inconvenient.”

“Quite so. It seems we each have our
inconveniences, Milady.® Will that be all?’

“Well, I'd like asmall account created for this new
identity. 1'll add to it myself, but if you'd be so generous
asto put the rest of what you owe me into this account,
you' I soon have the money back for the Anthrazit brew
and Umbral Grey. Oh, and please make the alias an
associate of the Lamordian scholar LaMark.”**

3 Nobody will ever earn Merilee' s respect for treating her asa
child, even while sheis acting like one. As contradictory asit
seems, the more innocent she acts, the more she hates people
for believing her ruse. Business associates learn quickly to treat
her as an adult.

3 Tempus LaMark is a pseudonym established by Merilee, well
known for “his’” submissionsto scholarly tracts all over the
Core. Merilee has carefully built up the story of this traveling
sage while using his reputation to gain subscriptions to
scholarly journals. LaMark and his essays have given her a
chance to stretch her mental boundaries and receive criticism
and input from some of the greatest mindsin the core. LaMark
never writes about anything that might give any hint asto “his’
true nature.
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“Done. How isyour alter ego doing? | was not
expecting to read your excellent essay in the Lamordian
Scholastic Journal this month, considering your current
exploits. Have you somehow found away to write while
flying?

Merilee caught the joke even as it emerged
mirthlessly from Alexis’ lips. “In asense, yes. My
ability to control undead is similar to your unconquerable
domination of the wills of men; it hasno range. | have a
trusted ally in Lamordia who takes dictation from one of
my minor undead, a zombie, well preserved to allow it
speech. | think the words that | wish to say to the zombie,
and my ally writes down every word.”

Merilee could predict his responseto this. “You are
too trusting. Does not this ally know too much of you? Is
he not in a position of great power?’ The situation must
have maddened Aubrecker, Merilee knew. Herewasan
action that made no sense from what he knew of Merilee,
and his usua recourse—prying open the mind of a person
and sifting through—was not possible. Thank goodness
for little secrets.

“My ally is trustworthy,® and would have little to
gain by exposing me. He gains experience, wisdom, even

Merilee has even claimed that it was an article written by
LaMark that brought Dr. Van Richten close to her, so that she
could slay Claudia DeShanes for her knowledge of psionics. As
aside note, Merilee writes the name almost exclusively with the
first name as an initial. Thisisathrowback to her invention of
the name, which stands for “The Last Markuza.” Merilee has
used this self-appointed title only rarely, and those who have
heard it (and lived) have wondered if she truly isthe last of her
family name, or whether she merely suspectsit, or whether this
isareference to her immortal nature. Only Merileeredly
knows.

* Her“al ly” is more than trustworthy, being some of Adam’'s
former children, the flesh golems of Lamordia. These freaks of
unnature have taken Merilee in as a teacher and mentor, for she
can teach them something of mortality. She offersthem eyesto
the outside world, skills such as writing, agriculture, and
brewing, and has helped them to build a facade as monks, living
in an abandoned monastery. The “monks” fish, grow gardens,
brew beer, make clothes, and have entered into exchange with
the Lamordians, under Merilee's careful tutelage.

Merchants deliver food at times, including dried fruits,
meats, cheeses, and vegetables. These are either eaten by the
flesh golems who require sustenance, fermented into wines and
poisons by Merilee (or by flesh golems trained by her), or fed to
prisoners who await conversion into flesh golems. Rarer
deliveriesinclude cloth, salt, blank books, |etters of
correspondence from various sources, gunpowder, guns, holy
water, and whatever else Merilee has arranged for. The sailors
and merchants have strict instructions not to look in the boxes,
for the “monks’ would be offended.

Naturally, Merilee exploits the golems' desire to become
human, using them for her own purposes. A few of them realize
this on a certain level, but they consider her their best chance of

some notoriety as an acquaintance of LaMark. He
depends upon his share of our acquisitions as much as |
do. Infact, | have another proposal for you.”

“Really?’

“1 would like help with a second alias, one with
which | can have a more intimate correspondence with
you. Contacting me through LaMark requires so much
implied meaning in the correspondence, as you know.
With asecond alias, | might be able to pass on more
direct information, even some suggestions and
speculations about your current condition.”

The silence was alittle long; now it was Merilee's
turn to worry. Alexis face wasjust a mask, never
revealing Aubrecker’sthoughts. Without a face to look
at, she had no way of telling if she had made the Brain
angry or excited. Assuming she had his attention either
way, she forged ahead.

“My associate has aready penned an essay on how
sensory deprivation can cause a person’s brain to develop
extraordinary qualities. With the nature of most scholarly
journals, however, we have nobody to share the essay
with.”

More silence. Merilee knew she was on shaky
ground, so she threw out her bait.

“1’ve also prepared another essay from my long
association with the, shall we say, lord of the Idle of
Lament. It’'s on the creation of so-called ‘flesh golems.’
Were you aware of the importance of the brain as an
ingredient? Many times the golem retains all the
memories and mental stamina of the person whose brain
was used. 1'd like to discuss the possibilities with
somebody, but again, the literary journals just don’t have
who I'm looking for.” She knew thiswould grab him.

“And the price for thisinformation?’

“All that is required to establish this correspondence
isto create an alias whereby we can exchange the
information. It's already been written under the name of
Herr Fritz Zeitenhab. If you would be so kind asto begin
petitioning the library of Leidenheim to begin forwarding
those messages to you, | can begin building that aliasin
Lamordia.”

This time she was sure the silence was on her side.
She sat back and took along drink while letting him
think.

The response was simple. “Y ou give much, yet ask
little. What little you have is quickly magnified by your
exploitation of its values, and then combined with other
triflesin like fashion. Y et you have managed to build
quite alife around this.”

Merilee smiled, her teeth sparkling red in the firelight
as Gest refilled her drink. “1t's a gift, my dear Baron.
Truly agift.”

understanding humanity. They may never realize that it is
impossible to learn humanity from the inhuman.
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Merilee Markuza
178-year old Mature Vampire, Neutral Evil

Armor Class 1 Str 5
M ovement 6 Dex 15
Level/Hit Dice 4+3 Conb

Hit Points 18 Int 19
THACO 15 Wis 19
No. of Attacks 1 Chal7
Damage/Attack 1d3+level drain

Special Attacks Charm, level drain, poison,
undead control

+1 or better to hit, undead
immunities, high Int and Wis
Special Vulnerabilities Asvampire (see below)

Magic Resistance 5%

Special Defenses

Languages

Balok, Darkonian, Dementlieur, Mordentish, Ansalonian
Common, Nova Vaasan, Vaachani, afew others at the
Dungeon Master’ s discretion.

Equipment

Below are standard contents for asmall doll (usually a
soft rag doll, sometimes wood) or alarge doll (usually
wood and cloth, sometimes ceramic). Merilee uses these
dollsto conceal whatever would be “out of character” for
an innocent little girl. In addition to the following, there
may be things sheis carrying to help her current
endeavor.

< Small Doll: 1-2 poisoned darts, small vial of poison,
2d4 gp.

< LargeDoall: All of the above, plus one of the
following: 10 charges of gunpowder, small firearm,
1d4 vias of poison, signal mirror, map/document.

Merilee has most of the standard vampire drawbacks
for avampire of her age; sheis not repelled by garlic, but
holy symbols, consecrated ground and mirrors repel her
normally, while sunlight, holy water, and running water
all damage her. A stake through the heart only requires a
13 Strength from the wielder, due to her dlight build, but
theroll must hit AC -2 because her heart isso small. See
the footnotes for small alterations and roleplaying notes
on her charm, immunity to sunlight, sleeping
requirements, and other aspects of her nature.
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Further information on Merilee Markuza can be found in
the RavenLorT accessory Darklords.

2

=




BOOK OF SECRETS: RAVENLOFT DENIZENS

CARNAGAN WOLFE

A Wolf Without a Pack

by Mark Jackman
yu250627@yorku.ca

BIOGRAPHY

ometimes, when punishment reaches out to
claim the guilty, an innocent is caught in

itsgrip.

Appearance

Carnagan is a unassuming young man who has just turned
thirty. Yet, because of hislycanthropic blood, he only
appears to be about 23. He stands about 5'10” with a
dlightly athletic build. Hisunruly hair is dark black and
cut short. Hisface often has a pensive expression, but if
around friends or a person heis attracted to, adight smile
will always touch hislips. He constantly hasthe
beginnings of a mustache and goatee, but they never seem
to grow, leaving him with a scruffy look. Many people
have assumed that this unassuming figureis helpless, and
more than one opponent can attest that Carnagan is much
stronger than he looks.

Carnagan’s eyes are soft brown and shine with
intelligence. Yet, an observant onlooker may see that an
almost sorrowful envy flashesin his eyes when he looks
upon a sense of afamily enjoying each others' company,
or apair of lovers being reunited. He will only become
angry if he sees an injustice occurring. Heis unable to
stand by as a neutral party if someoneis being
discriminated against. Heignores class, race and other
social restrictions, the only things that he has a hatred for
are undead and werewolves that prey on innocents.

No part of Carnagan’s body carriesascar. He heals
much too quickly for them to form. Yet, Carnagan does
carry signs of histrue nature. He has thick, bushy
eyebrows that join over the bridge of his nose. Hisindex
and middle fingers are both of equal lengths. Finaly, a
thin layer of fine black hair covers the palms of his hands.
He covers this with black gloves, but aways has a
imaginative excuse ready, should anyone ever question
him about this feature.

Generally, Wolfe wears |oose, comfortable clothing.
He wears asimple shirt, asmall vest and a pair of

trousers. They are generally dark, somber colors, as he
disregards style and it isimpractical to sneak up on
something while wearing bright colors. If he transforms
into his hybrid aspect in these clothes, they will tear a
little, but most of the damage will be minor.

In combat, Carnagan wears a set of leather armor
rigged to fall apart should he transform while wearing it.
He wears a special belt around hiswaist at al times. The
belt has aloop to hold his sword, Harbinger, two holsters
for his snaplock pistols, and many small pouches to hold
his ammunition, smokepowder charges, and other goods
needed for hunting undead, such as holy water, garlic, etc.

When Carnagan enters his hybrid form, he stands
6'5” tall and becomes extremely muscular. Hisbody is
covered in thick black fur and inch-long claws replace his
fingernails. The only part of hisbody that does not
changeishis eyes. They remain human, a symbol that he
isstill in control.

In wolf aspect, Carnagan isidentical to a dire wolf.
Asin his hybrid form, heis covered in black fur and his
eyes remain human.

Carnagan Wolfe

7"-Level Thief (Monster Hunter)
Mountain L oup-Garou, Chaotic Good
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Armor Class 6(5) St 17 (19)
M ovement 12 (15) Dex 18 (16)
Level/Hit Dice 7 Conl4

Hit Points 36 Int 16
THACO 16 Wis 18

No. of Attacks 1 Chal0 (0)
Damage/Attacks By weapon (2d4/1d6/1d6)
Special Attacks Surprise

Special Defenses Gold or +1 or better

weapons needed to hit, heals

when he transforms.

Wolfshane, gold, alcohol.

PP 55% OL 55% F/RT 20%

HS 55% MS 55% DN 15%

CW 60% RL 5%

Dietary Requirement 35

Weapon Proficiencies. Snaplock pistol, Long sword,
Dagger

Nonweapon Proficiencies: Tracking, Reading/Writing,
Carpentry, Weaponsmithing, Survival,
Transformation* (2/2), Mark of the Beast* (3/3),
Power of the Blood* (2/2), Damage Healing* (1/1),
Allergen Alcohol* (1/1), Damage Immunity +2*
(4/4)

L anguages. Dementlieur/Mordentish, Balok

Special Weaknesses
Thief Abilities

Notes: Scoresin parentheses are for Carnagan in hybrid or wolf aspect.

Proficiencies marked with an asterisk (*) are found in the Beasts at
Heart rulesin The Book of Souls. More information on the Monster
Hunter Kit may be found in the Champions of the Mists accessory.

Background

Carnagan Wolfe' s parents hailed from the distant world
of Toril. They were loup-garou, and the Mists of
Ravenloft embraced them after they had completed the
daughter of the residents of a small farm.

Carnagan was born soon afterward, and was the only
pup in the litter who was born in his human aspect. This
twist of fate saved Carnagan’slife, as his parents had
attracted the attention of some experienced hunters.

A party of adventurers, lead by the famous Dr.
Rudolph van Richten, found the werebeasts cave and
slaughtered the parents and the newborns. Just as they
were about to leave, atiny wail pieced the silence. An
anchorite of Ezra named Lian found a young infant
behind arock. Assuming that the creatures had intended
to use the child as a snack for their newborns, Lian
decided to adopted him. The child had no wounds, so
checking him for lycanthropy was thought unnecessary.

At the Temple of Ezrain Port-a-L ucine, the other
anchorites agreed to take in the child. At the naming
ceremony, Lian named the infant Carnagan Wolfe. He
thought the last name would serve as areminder to the
debt that the child owed Ezra.
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In the loving environment of the temple, Carnagan
received a good education. The anchorites spoiled him,
as the young rapscallion was a nice break from the usually
solemn life of a keeper of the faith.

Carnagan was an energetic child. Hisimagination
ran wild, as he pretended to hunt dragons and save
damsels while running between the legs of many of the
faithful.

Carnagan was unable to grasp the concept of the
anchorite’ s studied neutrality. It made no senseto him
that they should balance their emotions and motivations
until some unseen power revealed her mystical secrets.

Thelocal gendarmes brought the young child back to
the temple more than once. Carnagan seemed to enjoy
the idea of taking from the rich and giving to the poor.
These occasions became fewer and fewer as he grew, not
because he was mending his ways, but because he was
getting better at avoiding getting caught.

Eventually, the anchorites decided that the priesthood
was not meant for Carnagan. So, pulling in afew favors,
they got the boy a apprenticeship at a carpenter and a
weaponsmith.

Unfortunately, Carnagan would only receive ayear
of education at each, as he soon gave away some of the
craftsman’s goods out of the kindness of his heart, and
was fired. Helping people seemed to be morein
Carnagan’ s nature than being a merchant.

A month after Carnagan’ s fourteenth birthday, he
found one of hisfriends lying dead in an aley. She had
been completely drained of blood. A week after the
funeral, he saw her again.

Following her to a graveyard, Carnagan tried to ask
her what had happened. Instead of answering, she leapt at
him, fangs bared, thirsting for his blood. As he stood,
frozen with horror, the corrupt night creature tried to bite
him.

Revulsion, fear, pity and hatred welled up inside him.
He saw the creature in front of him as a horrible parody
of hisfriend. The kindness that had marked her
personality was gone and her darker side had been
enhanced. As these negative feelings overwhelmed
Carnagan, he blacked out.

Upon coming to, Carnagan was horrified to find the
vampire had been torn to pieces and spread out over the
graveyard. Even more horrific, the pieces that were | eft
appeared to have been chewed.

Gathering up his tattered clothing, the terrified boy
ranto Lian. Grimly, his adoptive father performed the
rite to detect alycanthrope. The indication showed that
not only was Carnagan a werebeast, he was atrue
lycanthrope. He could never be free of the Dread
Disease.

Lian was unable to kill hisward. Carnagan fled into
the night, unable to stay in the temple any longer. Alone
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in the world, he traveled the Core, looking for a place to
call home. Eventually, he found Verbrek.

Verbrek was a place where his lycanthropic kind
ruled the wilds. Carnagan decided that he might be able
to find alife for himself there.

Carnagan was welcomed by the werewolf clans of
Verbrek with open arms. He was required to speak with
their high priest, one Alfred Timothy, but after merely
telling his story, Timothy allowed Carnagan a place in the
community.

Carnagan felt like alost child who had come home.
The other lycanthropes spent time with him, teaching him
how to control his changes. Eventually, he even mastered
the art of transformation so completely that he was able to
effect only partial changes.

To support himself, Carnagan plied his knowledge of
carpentry and taught the children of the village to read.
Being intelligent, strong and self-sufficient, he soon
became the one of the most desirable bachelorsin the
village. Even so, Carnagan had enough trouble with
human women, and wasn't really interested in pursuing a
relation with the aggressive she-wolves that were showing
interest.

Unfortunately, during the first meeting that he went
to at the Circle, Carnagan’ s world was once again
destroyed.

At the meeting, it was decided that since Carnagan
could shape wood, they didn’t need the human carpenter,
Y urgi Branktoff. Y urgi was brought before the council,
stripped of al his clothing and told that he had half an
hour to make it to the border.

Y urgi wasn't even halfway there when the
werewolves caught him.

Carnagan was horrified. The people with whom he
lived murdered innocent humans as if they were cattle.

At thistime, Carnagan took to hunting his own food. If
he didn't catch it himself, he refused to et it.

Y ears passed, and as Carnagan was approaching the
age of 23, he was caught in aiding a human to escape the
“Game.” He had been doing this for some time, as he
perfected his control and tried to better the humans way
of lifein Verbrek.

Carnagan was dragged before Alfred Timothy. The
High Priest of the Wolf God was outraged that Carnagan
would consider aiding prey in escaping the hunters.

He said, “Until you accept what you are, you shall
never fedl asthough you belong!”

A long sword was brought out and Timothy
enchanted it. He bound it to Carnagan’s soul, so that no
other could useit. Then, helaid down acurse. Aslong
as the moon ran through its phases, Carnagan would have
to kill one creature each month. If he did not, the sword
would cut away at his self control, until he became
nothing more than the beast he attempted to control. Yet,
even as he fought to maintain his humanity, the sword’s

bloodlust would never let him feel like he belonged
anywhere. Once Carnagan embraced his heritage, he
would be allowed to return to Verbrek.

Almost as an afterthought, Timothy added the clause
that the sword could not be used to hurt werewolves. Any
other lycanthrope was fine, but not werewolves.

With that, Carnagan was exiled from Verbrek. Once
again, he was alone.

Current Sketch

Fortunately, Carnagan has found aloophole in Timothy’s
cruel curse: the sword is equally sated by the living or the
undead. By slaying at least one soulless, undead creature
amonth, Carnagan has been able to avoid taking innocent
lives.

Carnagan has spent the past few years as a complete
outcast. Asaresult, heisshy and quiet. Unless he has
something important to say, he will just stand by and
listen. While he truly wishes to belong, the curse placed
on him always prevents him from being himself. In
situations where he must be social with alarge number of
people he does not know, he becomes nauseous and has a
constant doubt about his being there. Also, he has found
that heisallergic to acohol. If he drinksit, he becomes
violently ill.

Around women he finds attractive, Carnagan
becomes tongue-tied and nervous. He speaksin short,
one-word sentences and tries to find excuses to get away.
If the person works with him for a bit, or he isforced to
have alengthy conversation, Carnagan is capable of
working past this shyness. Currently, he has moved to
Mordentshire and is trying to work up the nerve to woo a
certain woman he has seen around town. Unfortunately,
he doesn’t even know her name, and unless she makes the
first move or meets him on an adventure, it seems
unlikely that Carnagan will even do anything more than
smile and nod at her as she walks by.

At no time will Carnagan admit to being aloup-
garou. If talking to another infected lycanthrope and he
needs to show that he has control, he will transform.
Also, if confronted with undeniable proof of histrue
nature, he will admit the truth and then react according to
how the characters handle the situation. He will not kill
them to silence them, and will answer all questions
truthfully.

Carnagan moved to Mordentshire for two reasons.
Thefirst is the fact that it suffers no lack of the undead in
the area around Gryphon Hill. The second is his hope to
convince the young Weathermay-Foxgrove sisters to
allow him to make use of Van Richten’s massive library.
So far, Gennifer has been always busy and Carnagan has
only dealt with Laurie. Thisdoesn't seemtobea
problem, and while he can make small talk with her, he
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can't seem to become calm enough to ask if he can use
thelibrary.

Should Carnagan be given a chance to help someone
who has lycanthropy, he will quickly finish his current
hunt and aid them in finding the bloodline’ s progenitor.
Should the cure not work, he will even offer to induct
them into his “pack” and teach them to control their
lycanthropy.

Finally, Carnagan realizes that the reason he feels
like an outcast is because of the curse. If he stopskilling
undead he will finally feel like hefitsin. Unfortunately,
he also realizesthat if he doesthis, he will lose control of
the beast within. So far, he feels that being an outcast is
better than being a murderer.

Combat

During combat, Carnagan usually uses his long sword,
Harbinger. Harbinger isalong sword +1, +3 vs. undead.
As Harbinger is bound to Carnagan through an
unbreakable bond, no one else can wield it in battle.
Also, if Carnagan concentrates and says the phrase
“Harbinger, come” the sword will appear in afree hand.
If the blade isin danger of hitting Carnagan, it becomes
incorporeal.

In any month that Carnagan does not slay a creature,
including the undead, his Wisdom score will drop by 1
point and his Charismawill rise by 1. After one month,
heis able to succumb to bloodlust, though with a +4 to
his saving throw. Every month after, the saving throw
bonus diminishes, until finally he loses complete control
of himself in the fifth month. If he goes six months
without purposefully killing any creatures on purpose (an
accident does not count), then he will become chaotic evil
and return to Verbrek to claim his placein their
community. Whenever he does kill an (undead) creature
before the sixth month, he gains 1 point of Wisdom and
loses one point of Charisma. When his Wisdom is once
again 18, he regains control of himself and is once again
immune to the bloodlust.

When fighting werewolves, Carnagan uses two
snaplock pistolsin hisbelt. If he knows what creature he
is going up against, he loads them with the proper
ammunition (silver bullets, golden bullets, iron bullets,
etc.). If not, hewill load them with regular bullets. Each
shot inflicts 1d8 points of damage; if the roll comes up 8,
reroll and add the results. The pistols carry only one
bullet each and take aturn to reload. At no time my
Carnagan use Harbinger to cause damage to another
werewolf. The blade will pass completely through the
target.

Carnagan can only be hurt by golden weapons or
those with a+1 or better enchantment. All wounds
caused by normal weapons heal asfast asthey are made if
heisin hishybrid or wolf form. In human form, though,
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the wounds are cosmetic and fade in one hour. He has
even discovered that heisimmune to falls, poisons, and
drowning.

In wolf or hybrid aspect, Carnagan will only use his
teeth or claws against opponents that cannot catch
lycanthropy (the undead, magical constructs, shambling
mounds, etc.). Otherwise, he will only transform to run
for cover or to heal damage.

Whenever Wolfe transforms, he heals 1d6x10% of
any damage that he has suffered since hislast
transformation.

Against undead, Wolfe gains a +2 onus on all
proficiency and ability checks. Also, hegainsa+2 on all
damage rolls against these unnatural creatures.
Conversely, undead gain a +2 bonus on initiative against
Wolfe.

Carnagan is dlergic to alcohol. If ingested, it will
make him violently ill for 1d6 days. Concentrated
alcohol, such asin meeklebrau, burns his skin for 1d4
damage.

Asaresult of his heritage Carnagan isimmune to all
other forms of lycanthropy. If Carnagan makes afear or
horror check prompted by witnessing a lycanthrope
transform or attack, then the only result of hisfailureis
that heis surprised for one round. He has transformed
enough times for it not to shock him if someone else does
it.

Around other people, Carnagan has a 5% cumulative
chance to sense if someoneisawerewolf. If he senses
that someone is, he will quietly confront that person. If
they wish to be cured, he will aid them in their quest.

If the cure fails, Carnagan may offer to teach the
person to control the beast. If they accept, he stays with
them until they aretriggered into transforming. Then he
transforms into his hybrid aspect and fights them. When
he has established dominance, they must spend a period
of time with him. For every year they spend with him,
they gain 1 point to their Wisdom score. When they have
reached a score of 18, they are immune to the bloodlust.
The only regquirement Carnagan insists upon before he
takes on a protégé is that the person must be of a good
alignment and must spend some time adventuring with
him. For Carnagan to trust them enough to teach them,
then they must go with him on his hunts.

Adventure Hooks

% A dying anchorite named Lian ask the heroesto find
his adopted son. The priest offers only Carnagan’s
name, a sealed letter to give him, and afew rumors of
where the man might be. The heroes will be working
under atime limit, hoping to find Carnagan before
Lian passes away. If they find Carnagan, the heroes
have to convince him to see his adoptive father.
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Carnagan will be wary of going, as he falsely feels
that heis nothing but a monster in Lian’s eyes.

If the heroes get Carnagan to Lian's deathbed in
time, the old man begs his son’s forgiveness.
Carnagan says that he never blamed him for
anything. Lianthen dies. After Lian breathes his
last, Carnagan lets out a how! of sorrow that is
echoed by all wolveswithin one mile. The heroes
must then decide how to approach this sudden turn of
events.

If Lian has already died, Carnagan asks the
heroes to escort him the grave. There, he lets out the
grieving howl, which is echoed by all wolveswithin
onemile. The heroesthen find themselvesin a
difficult situation, as Carnagan is obviously not
human.

One of the party membersis grabbed by a mob of
angry villagers. They accuse him or her of being a
werewolf and decide to burn the hero at the stake as
soon as possible. If the other party memberstry to
free their friend, Carnagan will show up and help
them in the middle of the rescue attempt. If they are
content to sit back and watch their comrade burn,
then Carnagan will show up at the last possible
second and save the intended victim. He will explain
to the heroes that the village has recently been
terrorized by a vampire disguising its killing as those
of awild beast. He asksif they will help him hunt
down and destroy the creature.

If Carnagan agrees with the way that the heroes
handle themselves during this adventure, he may stay
with them for atime &fter.

At no time will Carnagan actually hurt avillager.
He understands that they are merely frightened and
are not thinking clearly.

If one of the player characters has been infected with
lycanthropy, Carnagan approaches him or her and
offersto help them gain acure. He does know the
cure, but the main problem is finding the bloodline’ s
progenitor. If the cure attempt fails, Wolfe may offer
to teach them to control the beast through the method
described above.
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THE EFFIGY OF
VAN SZIMIN

A Burning Desire for Vengeance

by Stuart Turner
stu@kargatane.com

BIOGRAPHY
n occupied Gundarak, the natives live a
hard life. Many would say that Count
Strahd has only replaced the monstrous

Duke Gundar with new monsters of his

own making, in the shape of the boyars

and burgomeisters that rule with apparent
impunity. The Gundarakite peoples growing faith in the
Morning-lord is one of the few comforts they have come
to enjoy.

The death of Ivan Szimin, then, is adouble blow to
the Gundarakites. Not only has one of their monsters
become truly monstrous, but also he holds in his hands
the destruction of the faith that maintains their hope.

Appearance

The effigy of Ivan Szimin is aramshackle construction of
wood, with no apparent craftsmanship or carein its
design or construction. Standing almost eight feet tall,
the figure is only vaguely recognizable as a human form.

The pieces of the golem are taken from awide
variety of sources, most of them found on any average
farm. Thetorso is an upended wooden water trough, its
corners filled with rotting farm refuse. Holes have been
smashed in the rotting wood of the trough to attach the
arms and legs, made of old fence-posts, spokes from cart-
wheels, and planks from old furniture. The pieces of the
limbs are nailed together, forming more joints than any
normal arm or leg should have. The effigy’sfeet are an
upended bucket and a chopping block. Theright hand is
arusty metal head of a pitchfork, while the left is aforked
tree branch.

The head isa small crate resting upside-down atop a
short wooden post. The crateis not nailed or attached to
the post in any way, alowing it to twist and pivot as
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The Effigy of Ivan Szimin

Wood Golem, Neutral Evil

Armor Class 6 Str 19

M ovement 9 Dex 18
Level/Hit Dice 8 Con20

Hit Points 48 Int 13
THACO 12 Wis 2
Morale 20 Cha3

No. of Attacks 2 XP 6,000
Damage/Attack 2d6/2d6

Special Attacks Fire damage (see below),
produce flame

+1 or better magical

weapons to hit; immuneto
poison, disease; immune to
mind- and life-affecting magic;
immune to fire

Special Vulnerabilities Water

Magic Resistance Nil

Special Defenses

the golem moves. A single black knothole on one side of
the crate serves as the golem’ s only eye.

A medallion rests on the torso of the golem, hanging
from athick gold chain that runs around its neck. The
medallion isimprinted with the seal of Von Zarovich, and
isthe chain of office for al boyars and burgomeistersin
Barovia

Few people get to see the creation initsinert form.
When incensed, the effigy of Ivan Szimin becomes
engulfed in flames, which reach up to five feet above the
figure’ s head at their most intense. The only parts of the
golem which never burn are the metal pitchfork which
serves asitsright hand, and the black knothole that the
creation sees through. Even in the most intense infernos,
the single black eye can always be seen peering through
the flames at itsvictim.
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Background

Ivan Szimin was just one of many corrupt boyarsin the
former Gundarak. Known for hisfierce temper, Ivanisa
graying, middle-aged man. Hisleft eye remains
permanently closed, lost to disease in his younger years.
Like most Barovians he despises Gundarakites.

With little or no guidance from above, and almost
complete autonomy, Ivan quickly learned many
interesting ways in which to exploit the Gundarakites for
his own benefit. While most corrupt officials are
clandestine about their wesalth, Ivan was a showoff,
proudly displaying to visitors the latest trinkets he had
imported from the wealthy western lands of Dementlieu
and Richemulot.

It was only a matter of time before some of his
victims, guided by ayoung rebel eager to create unrest
against the Barovian rulers, took action against him.

Ardonk Szeriezais barely old enough to remember
life before the Barovian invasion of Gundarak, but heis
utterly convinced that his people were better off under
Duke Gundar than they are under Von Zarovich’s boyars.
Over recent years, the young man has been inciting action
among the Gundarakites, from petty resistance to
destruction of Barovian property. Heis dowly and
carefully building aloyal band of followers, but often the
impetuous rebel acts alone, and with devastating effect.

It was inevitable that Ivan Szimin would eventually
come to Ardonk’ s attention. When lvan increased the
land tax by 50%, but excluded the few Barovian farmers
on hislands, Ardonk decided to take action. That night,
he found three Gundarakite farmers drowning their
sorrowsin illegally brewed potato-ale.

Ardonk listened to the men for an hour, becoming
increasingly incensed at how easily the downtrodden
farmers had resigned themselves to another winter of near
starvation at the hands of their boyar. He found it almost
impossible to grasp the Gundarakite tendency to accept
oppression and hardship without resistance, and was
determined that he would show these men that they could
take action.

By the time Ardonk introduced himself the farmers
were well and truly intoxicated by the potato-ale, and
Ardonk’ s persuasive arguments soon drove them to
action. The plan was simple; they would construct a
wooden effigy of Ivan, and burn it outside his manor.
Believing that Ivan wasin Teufeldorf for a dinner with
some Barovian associates, Ardonk also planned to steal
something of the boyar’ s to place on the effigy, to ensure
that Ivan understood the message.

While the farmers began piecing together the effigy
from pieces of wood around their farms, Ardonk left to
break into the boyar’s home. Unfortunately for Ardonk,
Ivan had not made it to Teufeldorf that fateful night, due
to astomach illness. Instead, Ivan was answering some

correspondence from friendsin Vallaki, while sipping on
histuika. When he heard a noise downstairs, he picked
up an ornate silver letter-opener from his desk and went
to investigate.

When Ivan saw the young Gundarakite lifting the
gold medallion from its stand, he was enraged. That a
filthy Gundarakite child would dare steal from him was
unbelievable! Waving his silver letter-opener
threateningly, Ivan roared at Ardonk, demanding that he
leave immediately.

Ardonk, unfortunately, didn’t understand Bal ok, the
language of the Barovians. But he did hear the word
“Gundarakite” spoken with venom, and saw lvan
wielding aweapon. He began to reach for his dagger,
fumbling at the back of hisbelt. At the sametime, he spat
back accusationsin his own language, L uktar.

As the shouting match grew fiercer, Ardonk
continued to search for his dagger. Neither man
understanding the words of the other, they each swore
that the other’ s people would soon pay for their mistakes.
Forced back into a corner, and with the |etter opener
pointed directly at his eyes, Ardonk plunged his dagger
into the stomach of Ivan Szimin, picked up the medallion,
and fled the boyar’ s manor.

The three farmers had brought the effigy by cart to
the road near Ivan’s grounds. They could see lvan’s
home, and waited nervoudly for Ardonk to return. When
he did, they acted quickly. Ardonk flung the medallion
over the head of the monstrosity, while the still-
intoxicated farmers set alight the oil-soaked wood.

For amoment the farmers stood and watched the
inferno. Despite being drunk, the experience was a
cathartic one. Hatred for the Barovian boyars had been
building in the men for more than 15 years, with no
outlet. For just amoment, as they watched the flames
leap around the ramshackle structure, they were able to
truly believe that they were watching Ivan Szimin burn
for hissins.

Ardonk, with his head grounded firmly in redlity,
soon ushered them away from the burning cart.

Meanwhile, Ivan Szimin struggled to his window,
desperate for one last look at his assailant. Holding one
hand to his wound to stem the flow of blood, he used the
other to pull his head up to the window. There, he saw
the night lit up by abonfire. No, not a bonfire—a
burning statue, which appeared to be looking directly at
him through a black knothole in the wooden head. Ashe
caught a glimpse of gold on the torso of the construction,
realization dawned upon him.

Filled with arage and hatred of Gundarakites like he
had never known before, Ivan’s last moments were spent
staring into the eye of the effigy.

Stepan, one of the farmers, turned back not 50 yards
from the blaze, hearing the neighing of his horse which he
had |eft tethered to the cart. Cursing his slow head and
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the potato-ale, he returned to untie the animal. Ashe did
s0, his eyes were drawn the towering inferno that they had
created. Ashelooked up, aloud pop came from the
wood, and the whole structure moved dightly, settling as
it burned. The movement started the crate representing
the head rocking on its “neck.” Stepan stared asthe fiery
crate slowly spun on the post, the black knothole slowly
coming into view.

The crate stopped, the single, unblinking eye of the
effigy staring directly at Stepan through the flames.

A horrible realization settled on Stepan, making him
drop thereins of his horse, and fall to the ground,
kneeling in front of the figure. Though the heat was
blistering his cheeks, prayers rushed through his head. As
he watched the flaming effigy begin to move, and owly
step down from the back of the cart, he could think of
only one thing to say.

“Forgive me, Morninglord!”

Current Sketch

Since the day that boyar Ivan Szimin was murdered in his
home near Teufeldorf, and the farmer Stepan Klizerawas
found outside the boyar’ s residence, nearly burnt to a
crisp, rumors of strange events have been circulating
among the people of the occupied Gundarak. Two of the
farmhouses near Ivan’s residence mysteriously burned to
the ground in the weeks after the boyar’ s death.
Unexplained fires have started in the oddest of places,
and in more than one case the residents were burned
alive.

Thisisthe work of the effigy of Ivan Szimin. After
disposing of the remaining two farmers that hel ped
Ardonk Szimin, the golem has begun wandering the lands
of Baroviain search of other rebellious Gundarakites. In
particular, it is searching for Ardonk Szerieza, or anyone
working with or for him.

The conspicuous nature of the effigy means that most
of its movements must be at night. Generally, it will seek
ahiding place during the night and then spend severa
days or more observing the locals, looking for those it
considers guilty of treason against Lord Strahd, or the
local boyars and burgomeisters.

Asthe effigy’ s spying must be done from a distance,
its methods of detecting those guilty of rebellion are very
broad. Often, the judgment is made simply on the
comings and goings of local Gundarakites, and whether
other known rebels are in regular contact with the
individual. The golem has even refrained from killing
some known members of Ardonk’ s rebels, using them to
lead it to other offenders.

Of course, these methods are not perfect, and more
than one innocent Gundarakite (and even some
Barovians) have been mistakenly murdered by the golem.
The effigy is unaware of this, however, ssimply believing
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that it is successfully eradicating the guilty members of
the populace.

In addition to the cruel deaths of Gundarakite rebels,
the effigy of Ivan Szimin isinflicting a more spiritual, and
in some ways more destructive, punishment on the
oppressed people of Barovia. Few have seen the flaming
effigy, and those that have lived to tell the tale have
usually only seen it from a great distance, the fiery figure
walking away from a scene of destruction. Those few tell
vivid stories of the glowing skin and the flames that leapt
from the head of the being.

The many Gundarakites who have joined the
Children of the Morninglord are struggling to know what
to make of this situation. Some are excited that the
Morninglord has finally arrived to free them from
tyranny, but most, associating the death of friends with
the Morninglord’ s appearance, fear that they are being
punished. In many areas where faith in the Morninglord
had been strong, confusion now reigns as the people
struggle to reconcile their belief that the Morninglord will
save them, with the apparent wrath being visited upon
their people.

In aland where faith is one of the few comforts many
people have, this confusion is making the people very
disillusioned indeed. For the Gundarakite people, it
seems that oppression is a state that they must continue to
bear.

Personality

The effigy of lvan Szimin was born of hatred, and as a
result israrely capable of any other emotion. It isnot,
however, an indiscriminate source of violence and death
in Barovia. The creature’ s hateis directed only at the
growing band of rebellious Gundarakites that dare to act
against the Barovians.

The golem is surprisingly patient when determining
exactly who its next victim should be. It will sometimes
watch from aforest for days attempting to identify
whether a Gundarakite is deserving of itsjustice. Once
that decision is made, however, nothing will prevent the
golem from tracking down its victim.

Combat

The effigy’ strue ferocity isrevealed in combat. On the
first round of combat with the golem, its wooden frame
begins to smolder. In the second round, flames will begin
to lick at the wooden torso, and start spreading over the
rest of the figure. During thistime, anyone hit by Ivan
suffers an extra 1d2 points of fire damage. By the third
round, the entire figure will be consumed by fire, making
it difficult to even come close to the golem. Those hit by
the golem once it has reached this stage take an extra 1d4
points of fire damage on top of the normal 2d6 damage
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per attack. In addition, anyone in melee combat with the
creature suffers 1d4 points of damage per round from the
intense hesat of the flames.

Of course, aside effect of the golem’ sinferno is that
almost any nearby flammable material will catch on fire
when the golem burns. If the battle isinside awooden
building, it isamost certain that the structure will soon be
burning rapidly. Similarly, if the victims of the golem’s
attacks are wearing anything flammable, it is quite
possible they will continue to sustain fire damage in later
rounds (as determined by the Dungeon Master).

The effigy’ s fire can be maintained for 10 rounds
(including the round in which it smolders), after which the
automaton cannot restart the flames for one hour. Over
this time, the golem gradually changes from being a black
and charred back into its original wooden form.

The effigy can dso produce flame similar to the
priest spell of the same name. Rather than create the
flamein its hand, however, the golem is able to start the
flame anywhere within arange of 30 feet. The flame can
only be created where combustible material exists. A
favorite tactic of the golem isto start afire within the
residence of its latest target, creating a distraction while
the creature enters the building. The effigy can use this
ability up to three times per day.

The effigy moves dowly for such alarge structure,
due to the haphazard way in which its limbs were
constructed. Asaresult, it isgenerally poor at chasing
victims down. Instead, the golem will usualy try to trap
its victims inside a burning structure, using its produce
flame ability. Frequently, it will lure victimsto a building
by starting afire, hoping that itstarget will come to put
out the blaze.

Due to the poor construction of the golem, it can be
damaged by weapons of +1 or greater enchantment, rather
than the +2 weapons required to damage most RAVENLOFT
golems. Itisimmuneto all forms of fire, magical or
otherwise. Like all other golems, it is unaffected by
toxins or disease, and isimmune to all mind-affecting or
life-affecting magic.

When the effigy is burning, its greatest weaknessis
water. Dousing the figure with a bucket of water will
inflict 1d8 points of damage. To do this, the attacker
must be within 15 feet of the golem, and must make a hit
roll against Ivan’snormal AC. If the attacker enters
melee range, the hit roll is made against AC 10, but the
accompanying damage from the fire is taken.

If, somehow, the golem is completely submerged
during one of itsinfernos, it immediately suffers 6d8
damage and is rendered immobile for 2d6 rounds. During
this time, the golem’s normal invulnerability to non-
magica weaponsisremoved. Achieving thiscan be
difficult, however, as the golem actively avoids using its
inferno ability when near obvious water sources (such as
rivers or lakes).

Zeitgeber: The effigy of lvan Szimin isrendered
immobile by the sight of either a burning effigy, or alarge
bonfire. On seeing such afire, the golem will stop and
stare for 2d6 rounds, just as Ivan Szimin did in his last
moments looking from his manor window. During this
time, it will not react to any provocation. To work, the
bonfire must be purpose-built, and must be in an open
space. That is, aburning tree or a burning cart will not
suffice. The bonfire must be at least six feet tall, and
must be burning strongly to have any effect.

Adventure Ideas

+» The heroes are duped into being part of one of
Ardonk’s acts of rebellion. (Or possibly they are a
willing participant!) In the weeks following the
event, the heroes are followed by a strange series of
fiery accidents, in which some recent acquaintances
arekilled. The effigy isusing the heroes as a sources
of new suspected rebels, and is taking revenge on
them. Very soon, the effigy will stop using the
heroes and will take out its revenge on them
personally.

< A boyar on the outskirts of Zeidenburg iskilledina
house fire. Rumorsin the town suggest that afiery
figure, probably the Morninglord, was seen in the
structure as it burned. The heroes are employed by
Zeidenburg' s burgomeister to investigate these
rumors. While delving into the boyar’s affairs, they
begin to discover he was working with Ardonk
Szeriezain aplot to nate the burgomei ster.
Do they reveal the information to the oppressive
mayor and search for the rebels (discovering that the
effigy is beating them to the crunch in most cases)?
Or do they decide to assist the rebels, and have to
face the effigy of Ivan Szimin asit attempts to stop
their assassination attempt?

< A priest of the Children of the Morninglord in a
small village asks the heroes to investigate reports of
the Morninglord' s appearance. In uncovering the
connection between the victims, the heroes learn of
the effigy’s medallion of office. Anangry
confrontation begins as the cult members start
blaming Strahd’ s officials for the deaths, threatening
to plunge the small town into a bloody battle between
the Barovians and the Gundarakites. The heroes
must uncover the true cause of the deaths to placate
the townspeopl e before blood is spilled.

X9
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INESKO KROLOV

Mind Over Body

by “Tykus the Gladiator”
tykus_gladiator@yahoo.com

BIOGRAPHY

or some people, one life is not enough.
Inesko Krolov is one such man; for a

century and a half, he has been stealing
one body after another, trading his old
livesfor new.

Appearance

WEell over a century has passed since anyone has seen the
“real” Inesko Krolov. The body of Inesko Krolov died
over 150 years ago, but it his soul had aready fled that
moral shell. An accomplished telepath, Inesko has spent
the decades since switching his personality from whatever
body that he currently possesses with stronger, healthier
specimens. When that body withers too far beyond
recovery, Inesko trades places with someone new, leaving
the psyche of the new body in the old one. The body
continues to deteriorate (as described under the Switch
Personalities science description in The Complete
Psionics Handbook) and eventually dies. Meanwhile
Inesko lives out anew lifein his new body, until time
comes to find another, continuing the cycle.

Ghostwatchers, psychics, or the use of true seeing
spells or other means of detecting spirits or psyches, can
see an image of Inesko overlaid with the body he
currently inhabits. Inesko’strue appearance is that of a
frail, old man with white, thinning hair, and dressed in
bedclothes. Occasionally, ghostwatchers will also a see
the ghost of the body’ s original owner tailing Inesko and
the usurped body. (These are usually weak first
magnitude ghosts.)
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Inesko Krolov
14™-| evel Disembodied Psionicist, Neutral Evil

Armor Class * Str *
M ovement * Dex *
Level/Hit Dice 14/ * Con*

Hit Points * Int 18
THACO * Wis 17
No. of Attacks * Cha*
Damage/Attack By weapon

Special Attacks Psionics

Special Defenses Psionics

Magic Resistance Nil

* Determined by host body.

Psionic Summary: Player’s Option alternatives are
presented in italics. Several of these psionic sciences and
devotions are fully described in the Dark Sun accessory
The Will and the Way.

Level DigSci/Dev Attack/Defense Score PSPs
14 5/7/19 All, All 18 *x

** \aries between 114 and 195, as determined by host body. See
below.

MTHACO: 5  #Mental Att: 2/1 MAC: 4
Clairsentience - Science: Detection
Devotions: See Magic, Sensitivity to Observation,
Spirit Sense
Psychokinesis - Devation: Molecular Manipulation
Psychometabolism - Sciences: Complete Healing, Life
Draining
Devotions. Body Weaponry, Cause Sleep, Cell
Adjustment, Flesh Armor
Psychoportation - Devotion: Pocket Dimension
Telepathy - Sciences: Mindlink, Probe, Switch
Personality, Psychic Surgery
Devotions: Acceptance, Conceal Thoughts, ESP,
False Sensory Output, Impossible Task, Invincible
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Foes, Mysterious Traveler, Sightlink, Soundlink,
Psychic Blade

M etapsionics - Sciences: Psychic Surgery
Devotions: Cannibalize (removeif using Player’s
Option), Psychic Blade

Arcane Option: If you wish to replace the psionics with
magical equivalents, here are afew suggestions: locate
object, detect magic, detect scrying, detect undead
(incorporeal types only); shatter; heal (self only),
vampiric touch, flame blade, sleep, cure light wounds,
spirit armor; seeppockets; telepathy (not a defined spell,
similar to those used by fiends and celestials), ESP, iron
mind, psychic protection, tower of mental resistance,
suggestion, mass suggestion, change self, phantasmal
force, mind blank, magic jar (like the ghost ability).

Background

Inesko was born the son of a noble family in Darkon.
While growing up, he discovered that he had a gift for
psionics. Trained by the finest mentalists available,
Inesko became well-known in aristocratic circlesas a
skilled negotiator and diplomat for the Krolov family.
After years of helping hisfamily assert their influencein
the region, Inesko became bored and took up the life of
an adventurer as arelief from societal power plays.
Hooking up with an adventuring group, Inesko used his
talents to manipulate foes and extract information from
captured opponents. Inesko adventured for over twenty
years, occasionally returning home with the accumulated
wealth from his exploits to supplement the family fortune.
Eventually he retired, the years starting to creep up on
him, pushed along by an encounter with a ghost that had
aged Krolov enough to think about his own mortality.

Krolov started afamily and returned to the
aristocracy that had begun hislife. Talesof his
adventures were stock at every party. Children and adults
alike enjoyed the stories, but Inesko missed the
adventures and time was catching up to him.

By the end of hismortal life, Inesko was a
grandfather with many descendants. He was no longer
needed in socid circles, nor could he return to alife of
adventure. His experience was for naught in the face of
the ravages of old age. He actually inspired his
descendants to take up adventuring as a means to proving
themselves. But for al Inesko’s adventures, he still found
himself fearing death.

Ever since the ghostly attack, Inesko had become
obsessed with his own mortality and bitter with the loss of
years. Asaformer adventurer, he knew of age-reversing
magics and various forms of undeath. Undeath held no
appeal for him, and he knew that he lacked the necessary
skillsto become apsionic lich. Age-reversing magic
could only last so long, and held the risk of magical

backfire. Thus Inesko Krolov sought a psionic answer.
As atelepath, psychometabolism was not his strongest
discipline, even though he did possess sometaent init.
Eventually, time and death came to claim him.

Laying on his deathbed, Inesko struggled to stay
alive. During hisfinal breaths, with his family around,
Inesko heard adark whisper in the back of his mind:

“Y outh is wasted on the young. Look at them. Each one
of them islooking forward for you to die so they can
claim a part of what you have spent so long to build.

They don’t want to prove themselves, just to live in your
faded glory. Y ou could switch your mind with that of one
of these would-be aristocrats. Let that person diein this
frail body while you can live out the youth that you lost in
anew one.”

A dark glimmer of hope sparked within him. Inesko
bid all but one of his relatives, his grandson Alexander, to
leave. While Inesko had many grandsons, Alex reminded
Inesko of himself when he was of Alex’s age, both in
looks and temperament. Inesko believed that by taking
over Alex’s body, he could have a second chance at life.
Inesko caused Alexander to sleep after everyone left, then
proceeded to switch personalities. Inesko Krolov’s body
died along with Alex’s soul that night. Krolov was
ecstatic with prospect of being young again, and lived a
new life in the guise of his own grandson. But Inesko’'s
own treachery and newfound immortality had aprice. A
foreign personality in the host body causes the body to
eventually wither and die (as described in The Complete
Psionics Handbook). When Alexander’ s body grew
weak, Inesko switched personalities with atraveler and
left Alexander’s body to die with the traveler’ s soul
trapped within it. Thus began the cycle.

Current Sketch

Inesko has been switching bodies for over 150 years. In
that time, he has learned afew tricks for his new mode of
existence. First, he only takes over the bodies of truly
rugged individuals, such aswarriors. Many of them have
high Constitution scores, allowing Inesko to last longer in
the new body. Second, he triesto avoid taking over the
bodies of children, since their bodies usually cannot
withstand an extended stay. Third, Inesko triesto avoid
taking over the bodies of individuals who have unique
skills, such as spellcasting or thieving abilities. Other
than these restrictions, Inesko adventures where he
pleases; selling histalents to adventuring companies who
think him nothing more than an extremely good fighter.
When a host body is close death, Inesko seeks a
likely candidate (be they male or female) and attemptsto
get to know the person. If the candidateis atraveler
through the area, so much the better. At some point,
Inesko will try to get the candidate alone with him and
proceed to make the switch. Inesko will then administer a

95



BOOK OF SECRETS: RAVENLOFT DENIZENS

quick-acting poison to make sure that the “old body, new
soul” doesn’t live long enough to reveal what has
happened. He then arranges to have the old body either
returned to the original family for burial or buried in a
local graveyard.

Combat

While hetriesto avoid physical combat, Inesko has all
the abilities of 14"™-level psionicist. Dueto the varying
Constitution of the bodies he inhabits, his maximum
number of PSPs varies between 114 and 195 (Con 15
through Con 20). Inesko attacks using his own THACO,
but has the hit points of the previous owner. He uses his
own saving throw scores regardless of the body heisin.

It should be noted that Inesko Krolov is not undead.
He has none of their spell immunities, nor can he be
turned or affected by spells that target the undead. Heis
simply awandering psyche. However, Inesko is unaware
that heis vulnerable to the resurrection spell. If such a
spell is cast on his current body, the original soul will
return to his host body, and Inesko must make an
immediate save vs. death magic. A successful saving
throw means that he cohabitates with the resurrected soul
and fights amental war with the returned spirit. Failure
means that Inesko’ s spirit is ejected from his host body.
Not only does the host body regain its original soul,
Inesko will be resurrected in hisoriginal. Unfortunately
for Inesko, his original body is buried six feet
underground, and Inesko has no psychoportive psionics
that could help extricate himself.

Adventuring ldeas

®,

« Inesko hastaken over the body of one of the player
characters, and the original soul of that character is
now aghost. Thiswould be an excellent role-playing
situation (not to mention a chance to use the Requiem
rules). Havethe player play Inesko, while you
control the ghost. Who'sthereal villain?

< A trail of unexplained deaths has occurred over the
course of afew yearsin atown. The heroes discover
that the mysterious deaths have been going on for
decades; people have been slowly wasting away,
always one victim at atime.

« Onceevery year, Inesko returns to the site of his own

and Alexander’ s graves. Local townsfolk have

noticed this cycle of yearly visitsto the two graves by
adifferent person each time. Why isit adifferent
visitor every year? The Krolov family wantsto
know: Did Inesko sire other descendants during his
adventuring days?

Xa
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BEAUTY’S GARDEN

Ashes, Ashes, We All Fall Down

by Jaleigh Johnson
jaleigh@atwood-il.com

BIOGRAPHY

aulden leaned forward, across the length

of the crumbling stone bench, listening

intently to the soft voice of his young

companion, his plate mail creaking

dlightly in the silence of the evening.

“What is your name, child?” he said

kindly, his eyes and voice betraying only a hint of
trepidation—or so he hoped. Y ou would do well to
remember what it is you converse with, he chided himself
silently.

The child regarded himwith a mixture of curiosity
and caution. She squirmed where she sat on the opposite
end of the bench, swinging her frail legs carelessly back
and forth as she contemplated his question. The dying
sunlight caught in her unruly mass of hair, and Caulden
glimpsed a hint of light, mousy brown that would have no
doubt deepened to a healthy chestnut as she grew older—
had she been given the chance. Just as quickly the light
changed and he could see through her once moreto the
cold stone. He shivered involuntarily.

“ Sarafine.” The voice was whisper-soft and
hesitant, but he heard her.

Caulden swallowed and forced himself to smile
gently. Thiswas not as hard as heimagined it would be.
Spirit or not, a child was a child, and he was not
unaccustomed to being around them, nor was he a
stranger to dealing with ghosts. He forced himself to
admit the combination of the two unnerved him more
than a little.

“Isthisyour garden, Sarafine?” he asked, raising a
gloved hand to indicate the rosebushes that surrounded
them. Dead and shriveled, the bushes were separated into
neatly rotting clusters here and there by crumbling stone
walkways and high walls.

The child-spirit brightened instantly and nodded.
“‘Tisalmost aslarge asthe estate itself,” she declared
proudly, “ and | myself care for most of theland.” She
hopped off the bench and plucked a wilted blossom from
its thorny nesting place, displaying it before Caulden as

if showing off a trophy. “ They are beautiful, are they
not?”

Caulden nodded slowly, his gray eyes sad. “ Indeed,
little one, they are perfect.”

The child grinned broadly and placed the rose in his
hand with infinite care. This man was a bit different from
the others, sherealized. Not many tarried herein her
part of the garden, and none had deigned to speak to her
at length about her precious flowers.

She regarded him a bit more closely than usual.
Same armor, sturdy clothing—that determined look to the
eye—and a very big sword, just as she remembered with
so many others who had come here before. It must be an
awfully powerful sword, she thought soberly, the way he
grasps the hilt so tightly. His eyes were constantly
moving, waiting for some unseen enemy to leap out from
behind the dense green shrubs and menace them. She
stroked the petals of the bright red blossomin his palm
lovingly; its scent teased her nose and made her giggle
with pleasure. How could the man look so sad in a place
such asthis, she thought . . . then she remembered, and
her facefell.

“Areyou a knight?” the child asked suddenly.

Caulden smiled indulgently. “ Of a sort, child. Have
you met others such as me?”

Sarafine nodded grimly. “ Many such. Areyou here
for the same reasons they were?” She paused and
lowered her voice further, so that he strained to hear her.
“Areyou after . . . the Beast?’

This time the shudder that Caulden had been
suppressing became painfully apparent, and he cursed
himself for the momentary weakness. Something in her
voice—was it disappointment?—chilled him for reasons
he did not under stand.

“ Do you know of this creature, Sarafine?” he asked
carefully. “ Have you seen it?”

The child-spirit shook her head quickly; her eyes
flashed a sudden, intense blue that made him stare, open-
mouthed, before the color faded once again. “ 1 am
forbidden to speak of him. It would go badly, | fear.”
She bit her lip reflexively, asif she could still feel the
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motion through phantom lips. She glanced about
furtively, a look of worry on her face.

“Itisall right, Sarafine,” Caulden soothed, quelling
the urge to reach out and comfort her with a touch. “ |
will not ask further. 1 do not wish any harmto come to
you.”

“N-no.” Sarafine ducked her head miserably and
looked asif she might cry. “Not tome. . . to you.”

2 2 &

The legend of Beauty’s Garden, its enchantment, and
its unfortunate fate is a well-known one to the people of
Thornvale. In asmall village where gossip and whispered
tales spread like wildfires across the vast, empty fields of
the countryside, this story is the most oft-repeated and
surely the most tragic. Little known isthat while the earth
beneath this once lush landscape can no longer bear any
semblance of life or beauty, the garden itself still stirs,
guarded and cared for by two very different pairs of
hands—one loving, one sinister.

Sarafine
3rd Magnitude Ghost, mutable, L awful Neutral

Armor Class -2 (4%) Str N/A
M ovement 12 Dex N/A
Hit Dice 7 ConN/A

Hit Points 34 Int 12
THACO 13 Wis 10
No. of Attacks 1 Chal3
Morale 7 XP 7,500
Damage/Attack See below

Special Attacks See below

Special Defense Hit only by weapons of +2

enchantment or higher
Special Vulnerabilities See below

Magic Resistance Nil
* AC vs. ethereal opponents

Background

There was atime that the roses in Sarafine' s garden
bloomed as beautifully as she claims. Centuries ago, as
times of turmoail and financial hardship descended upon
the surrounding lands, a wealthy merchant purchased a
tract of land deep in the countryside as a safe haven for
himself and his family. The land boasted only a small
estate large enough for himself, his wife and their
daughter Sarafine. The area also contained, to young
Sarafine' s delight, an immense, walled garden with soil
that was so fertile that local folk claimed it held magical
properties. This seemed to be confirmed when, with very
little tending by Sarafine, the garden produced the largest
and most impressive display of roses and other exotic
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flowers ever seen in the region. The merchant was
exceedingly proud and boastful of his prize, and guarded
it with such conviction that soon enough only Sarafine
was allowed inside the garden walls to tend her precious
plants.

When a stranger arrived at the estate and demanded
entrance to the garden, the merchant flew into arage and
had the man thrown off his property. The stranger was,
according to whispered rumors, awizard who studied the
dark aspects of magic and held the power to create potent
spells. Vowing revenge on the merchant, the man—who
was indeed awizard—returned to the estate late one
evening and set the garden ablaze. Horrified, Sarafine
ran blindly from the house and into the garden in avain
attempt to save her flowers. The wizard watched in
shock and awe as the flames spread, but failed to
consume theroses. He concluded that the rumors about
the land were true and that the garden was indeed
enchanted. Further enraged, the wizard invoked a dark
spell of his own creation that caused a black, choking
mist to seep into the flowers and the earth beneath them.
The magic corrupted the land’ s enchantment and slowly
killed everything that lived within the garden walls. As
the flowers rotted and burned away, the wizard could
have sworn he heard screams of anguish, asif the garden
itself was crying out in agony and hatred.

In the morning, the garden had become a twisted
mockery of its former glory. Sarafine was not seen again,
and was presumed to have died in the fire along with her
roses. To thisday, the roses and plants exist in a
perpetua state of rot, and the stench of decay fillsthe air.
The soil is corrupted beyond any hope of recovery, able
to support only the hardiest of weeds.

Appearance

Sarafine appears as an incorporeal child-spirit, standing
4'4". Shedressesin aflower-patterned sun-dress that is
torn and infested with brambles. Her hair islong and
tangled and her hands and bare feet are scarred with
large, ugly dlash marks that appear to have been made by
thorns. Occasionally, Sarafine is able to assume a semi-
tangible state. This seemsto occur without any conscious
thought on Sarafine’ s part, and most often occurs when
sheistending her roses. It should be noted that Sarafine
looks much as she did just before her death, save that she
bears no visible burns, though she is presumed to have
died in the fire that spread through the garden. The
reason for thisis unknown.

Combat

Asaghost, Sarafine is now immuneto al manner of
biological spells, can be harmed only by magical weapons
of +2 enchantment or higher, and can become invisible
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and pass through solid objects at will. Asathird
magnitude ghost she regjuvenates to full hit points at will
in one round, leaving her unable to perform any action for
30 minutes. She also hasthe ability to cause paralysis
and charm person and mammal as per the spells. While
Sarafine has these powers and abilities readily at her
disposal, she has never consciously used any of them.

For all intents and purposes, Sarafine believes sheis till

a child and tending a flourishing rose garden as she did in
life.

Current Sketch

Sarafine “lives,” plays, and tends her roses in her current
state in much the same way she did while alive. In her
mind’s eye, the garden flourishes under her care and the
world outside the garden walls simply holds no interest
for her. The memories of her own death and that of the
garden seem to have been blocked completely from her
mind. Not only does she not realize she is a ghost, but
sheis unaware of the dangerous powers she now
possesses. However, Sarafine is painfully aware that she
isnot alonein her world, and has taken it upon herself to
warn away travelers who seek entrance to the garden in
order to confront this shadowy presence that she refersto
asabeast. Sarafineisterrified of thisdark presence,
which manifests itself to her as a black, vaporous mist
that smells of rot and decay. It watches over her
constantly and has thus far succeeded in destroying all
those who venture within the garden walls, despite
Sarafine' s desperate attempts to warn visitors away. The
origin of the Beast can be traced back to the night of the
garden’s demise.

The Garden’s Shadow
(The Beast)

3rd Magnitude Ghost, Semicor poreal, Chaotic Evil
Armor Class -2 (4%) Str N/A

Movement 12 Dex N/A
Hit Dice 7 ConN/A

Hit Points 40 Int 12
THACO 13 Wis 14
No. of Attacks 1 Cha7r

Morale 14 XP 8,000
Damage/Attack See below

Special Attacks See below

Special Defense Hit only by weapons of +2

enchantment or higher
Special Vulnerabilities Magical fire
Magic Resistance Nil
* AC vs. ethereal opponents

Background

Asthewizard' s dark spell and the fire’ s flames consumed
the magical garden and Sarafine with it, an inexplicable
and terrible side effect occurred as the two
enchantments—one for fertility and life, one for
destruction—mingled together. A strange sentience was
born, in the form of a malevolent and vengeful spirit,
from the deaths of Sarafine and her beloved garden. This
spirit of the garden has no other goal save to terrify and
dlay al those it encounters in vengeance for what was
done all those years ago. It keeps Sarafine within the
garden as alurefor its victims, even as she triesto warn
them off. In truth, the “beast” fears the child-ghost more
than most, asit believes she may one day recall the events
that led to the destruction of the garden and her own
demise. In doing so the Shadow fears she would reveal
its weakness to outsiders, giving them the key to its
destruction. Thusit guards her carefully, surrounding her
with illusory flowers that she tends with joy and care.

Appearance

The garden ghost appearsto its victims and to Sarafine as
avaporous, shifting cloud of black mist that hangs
oppressively over the darkest portions of the garden. It
has no humanoid form, and maintains the illusion—born
of Sarafine’ s fear—of being a“beast” to frighten the
child-spirit into compl ete obedience.

Combat

Asaghost, the Garden’s Shadow isimmuneto al manner
of biological spells, can be harmed only by magical
weapons of +2 enchantment or higher, and can become
invisible and pass through solid objects at will. It
rejuvenatesto full hit points at will in one round, leaving
it unable to perform any action for thirty minutes. The
ghost aso has the ability to createillusionsto fool the
sight, smell and touch of its victims (resembling the
effects of the 5™-level wizard spell advanced illusion).
The spirit has used this power to successfully keep
Sarafine within the garden walls, tending her roses as if
both she and they still lived and flourished. It also has the
ability to cause wounds for 1d8 points of damage, and
can drain the life energy from its victims with atouch,
draining 1 level with a successful attack roll. The
Shadow’ s greatest weakness isits vulnerability to magical
fire. The garden was consumed by flames and dark magic
centuries past, and can be destroyed again in this same
way. The Beast’s greatest fear is that this well-kept secret
will be discovered and put to use one day.

Current Sketch
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At present, the garden spirit continues to claim victims
who are attracted by the legend of the enchanted garden
and its ghostly child caretaker. It has successfully kept
Sarafine close at hand and oblivious to her ghostly state
and the condition of her surroundings through illusions
and fear. No other being has entered the garden in
centuries and escaped alive.

2 2 &

Caulden stood and bowed low to the child-ghost as if
she were aregal lady and not a thing of mist and
shadow—a spectral image of a girl who was long dead
and obviously did not realizeit. It wasall he knew to do.
“Do not cry, little one,” he said, hand still on his sword
hilt. “ After thisnight, | vow this beast will trouble you
no more.”

Sarafine forced a smile onto her face once more.

She was touched by his gesture but knew it was useless to
warn himaway. They all turned out to be the same, in

the end, and the beast would have this one as well.
e

=
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CYRAN DEVICHI

Faith Corrupted by Death

by Charles Phipps
tcp@zoomnet.net

BIOGRAPHY

yran Devichi was a pious servant of Ezra
in life, death, and beyond the grave. His
devotion survives even now, but like
Devichi himself, it has been corrupted by
undeath.

Cyran Devichi

Fledgling Vampire, Lawful Evil

Armor Class -3 Str 18/63
M ovement 12, f1 18 Dex 15
Level/Hit Dice 8+3 Conl6

Hit Points 59 Int 12
THACO 11 Wis 13
No. of Attacks 1 Chal5
Damage/Attack By weapon or 1d6+4

Special Attacks See Below

Special Defenses See below

Magic Resistance  Nil

XP Value 8,000

Appearance

Cyran looks like a handsome warrior entering the prime
of hislife. Hisfeatures are somewhat worn and rugged
but not altogether unhandsome. He wears the studded
leather armor of a soldier, which often shows the signs of
wear and long campaigning. He wears his raven-black
hair somewhat long, his skin is pale, and hiseyesare a
deathly cold blue but for occasional flashes of strong
passion. Cyran isalso never seen without his broad
sword. Hisvoiceis cool and seductive but he almost
never speaks in these soothing tones, preferring the
speech and volume of afirebrand preacher.

Background

Cyran was born in Borca some sixty-seven years ago, the
child of devoutly religious followers of the blossoming
Church of Ezra. Cyran embraced the faith himself with

extreme zeal and dedicated himself to it with a passion
that surprised al that knew him.

At an early age, Cyran decided he would fight for his
faith, although he was not atrue paladin. His zeal
eventually led him to apprentice himself to awandering
warrior, whom he hoped could teach him the skills (but
not the habits) of a soldier in preparation for the day he
could put them to the Lady’ s service.

A few yearslater, when Cyran was eighteen, he and
the warrior joined together with a traveling group of
Ezra sfaithful in the domain of Richemulot, where the
group suspected a diabolic presence. In truth it was a nest
of creatures that assumed the shape of rats by night and
walked like men in the day. Many of the band died that
day, including Cyran’s mentor, but afew of the creatures
were destroyed. Cyran joined with the adventurers for the
rest of hislife. .. which would be tragically short. After
many encounters with the most disgusting of evils, both
human and otherwise, Cyran and his companions began
tracking a vampire known only the “Lilan.”

The Lilan was a man who used his powers to seduce
women into carnal pleasures, and left men (often the
husbands and fiancees of those whom he seduced)
maimed or murdered. Not even bothering to conceal
himself, the Lilan confronted the band and questioned
them several questions about the reasons behind their
pursuit. Neither instantly assaulting them nor trying to
terrify them into senselessness, the Lilan merely seemed
curious.

Expecting atrap and unsure of what to do, the group
stalled for time, trying to pry answers from their foe.
Eventually, Cyran could stand it no longer and charged
thevillain. The battle was swift and in the end all of
Cyran’s compatriots were martyred in Ezra's service.

The Lilan then drained Cyran dry and allowed him to rise
again. Horrified by his new state, Cyran clung to hisfaith
(even though the symbol of Ezraburned in his hand like

fire) and lay on the ground in afetal curl, praying with all
of his might.

All Cyran was able to do was ask asimple, “Why?".
The Lilan explained, in condescending terms, that he had
been examining humanity’ s potential, and out of his
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group Cyran seemed to have the most fire. The Lilan had
brought Cyran into undeath simply to see how he would
react. The Lilan then left, leaving the newly transformed
warrior lying alone. Cyran lay where he was until hunger
drove him into the countryside. Asfatewould haveit, a
group of sheep thieves were the first to lake his thirst.
Though initially disgusted, Cyran eventually rationalized
his existence. All things had their place in Ezra s Grand
Scheme, so she would not have taken Cyran into this
unholy state without some purpose. Cyran refused to
associate his own new existence with the monsters he had
destroyed in life; surely, they had been cursed by their
own actions. Therefore, Cyran decided he was meant to
punish the guilty and serve as an example to others, the
scourge of Ezra swill.

The young warrior had just crossed the line
separation devotion and piety from fanaticism and
madness.

Current Sketch

Cyran is unrepentant of his murders, selecting and killing
those among humanity he believes deserve to die, and
executing then in what he believesto be divine justice.
The crimes that are worthy of death in Cyran’s eyes can
be quite minor, but he looks out particularly for those
whom have truly sinned: blasphemers (of Ezra), thieves,
adulterers, murderers, and the like. He has only
encountered two supernatural creatures besides himself in
the time since his crossing into undeath, a werewolf and a
vampire only dlightly older than himself. He destroyed
both of these creatures without mercy.

Still devoutly religious, Cyran moves from town to
town as atraveling “judge, jury, and executioner” of evil.
He prays on hilltops and other natural places due to the
“discomfort” actual holy places cause him. He usualy
seeks shelter in caves or in the cellars of homes of the
faithful (who usually view him nothing more as a
wandering preacher and pilgrim with odd habits). Once
he has established alair, he seeks out those whom he will
feed upon. In the rare cases when he does not discover
someone “worthy” of punishment, he will refrain from
feeding, what he considersto be aholy fast. However,
Cyran’s extremely loose interpretation of the teachings of
Ezrameansit is very rare for him to find no one worthy
of punishment.

Publicly, Cyran presents himself in avery positive
light, often making large donations to the churches of
Ezra he encounters. He typically tithes 90% or more of
hisincome, all of which is of course taken from his
victims. When not seeking victims, he evangelizes at
night to all those who will listen to him, and woe be to
those who disagree with his depictions of Ezra’ s wisdom.

Cyran’ s vampiric nature can be detected not only in
the traditional means (no reflection in mirrors, his
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aversionto garlic, etc.), but aso in that heis unusually
proneto stigmata, using a blessed symbol of Ezra he
keeps tucked away to burn himself nightly. He keeps
these marks hidden, but they are ever-present on his
body. The pain they inflict are his ways of showing his
devotion.

Combat

The threat Cyran poses in combat is nothing to be trifled
with. He possesses all the traditional vampiric powers
save the power to transform into mist; instead he can turn
into aflock of ravens, an ability believed inherited from
hissire. Any stake driven through his heart must be made
of ash; wood from any other tree has no effect, another
benefit believed to be inherited from the Lilan.

Cyran specidizesin the broadsword (+1 bonusto
use, +2 to damage). His blade was actually created by an
anchorite from the Nevuchar Spring sect, afailed attempt
to create a holy avenger. Cyran managed to acquire the
sword, believing his faith would make it pure. The blade
acts as a broadsword +1 and radiates protection from
good when held by any evil-aligned being.

Those who examine the sword closely will see the
numerous flaws in the runes and symbols inscribed upon
it, the priest’ s faith having been somewhat in question by
the time of the final enchantment. However, Cyranis
totally convinced that it is as holy as he has “made it to
be.” Cryanisalso proficient in nearly a dozen other
weapon types which he has trained extensively in since
his transformation, including the crossbow, dagger,
longbow, mace, morningstar, and most sword types. He
usually only has one of these weapons on him at any
given time, but should he acquire a magical weapon from
those he dlays heis likely to be skilled in it.

Due to his association with the Lady of the Shield a
lawful evil priest of Ezrahas a+2 bonusin attempting to
control Cyran. On the other hand, the vampire enjoys a
+2 bonus to resisting any turning attempts by a good or
neutral anchorite. The bonus also applies to those ssimply
presenting Ezra’' s symbol against him.

Cyran’stouch is especially dangerous, draining
Strength from those he battles. With every successful
attack he makes with his bare hands, he permanently
drains 1 point of Strength from histarget. However, he
prefersto wield his sword in melee, and will use his
draining touch only when he needs to feed.

Cyran will not fight any forces he believesto be
“totally pure,” preferring to retreat instead. However, this
is extremely rare; Cryan may rationalize attacking those
who actually are pure by convincing himself their faith is
false and any true warrior of Ezrawould recognize the
personal mission granted him by the Guardian in the
Mists.
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Adventure Hooks

®,
0.0

The heroes discover that a man suspected of stealing
from alocal temple of Ezra has been found brutally
beaten to death and drained of all of his blood,
though the latter may not be immediately obvious
due to the severity of the wounds. Several more
bodies begin to turn up, and in each case, some
untold sin comes to light about the victim. These
“sins’ may involve others, who will themselves soon
bekilled. Cyran has decided that due to the
“absolute blasphemy” of the thief he recently slew,
something truly wicked must be festering. He has
decided to wage a one-man inquisition on the local
populace to root out the source of this“evil.” While
secretly preying upon these “sinners,” Cyran will
publicly rail against those who have “brought this
terror upon us al” in his guise as an itinerant
preacher. Any and every theft, liaison, swindle, lie,
or other questionable act will soon set the
townspeople against one another as they more and
more desperately try to uncover the source of the
killings. While Cryan thrivesin this atmosphere of
paranoia, the heroes must put a stop to him—before
they appear on hislist of sinners.

Cyran and the Lilan have both arrived in the same
city. Thiscould be coincidence, or the machinations
of the elder vampire. Two sets of corpses have
begun to pile up: half the victims are considered
“sinners’ and rogues, while the other half are
generally considered to be the moral backbone of the
city. Cyran aone recognizesthat the Lilanis slaying
those who will not succumb to his evil, and soon
shifts his hunt from mortal sinnersto Lilan, quite
possibly the first goal truly in accordance with Ezra's
will he has pursued since his transformation.
Unfortunately anyone strong enough to resist the
Lilan's seduction thus becomes fair game for Cyran.
Since the heroes are unlikely to suspect two
independent vampires, their chances of stopping
either becomes markedly slim. The heroes may also
face anew menace if Cyran decides that he must
create a“pure” aly to join his quest against the
Lilan. Or even worse, that the Lilan takes the same
interest in one of the heroes that he did with Cyran.
The party has been overwhelmed by an evil creature
when Cyran comes to their rescue, destroying it
utterly. Weakened, the heroes are taken by the
vampire to someplace safe (assuming they do not
blasphemein the interim). Their savior then leaves
as mysterioudly as he arrived. These events may play
themselves out several times, with the unprepared
heroes being rescued by this mysterious and helpful
figure. The heroes may begin to slowly unravel
Cyran's past and develop sympathy for him. Indeed

X9

Cyran may come to respect and trust the heroes as
well, assuming all are faithful and good, and
eventually reveals himself and offers himself as an
aly. The heroes must then decide what to do about
their ally when his murderous dark side comes to
light.

Cyran’s grip on his sanity has grown perilous. Ashe
grows in power as avampire, he has become more
and more delusional, imagining himself to be Ezra's
“chosen one.” Indeed, he has even begun to see
hallucinatory visions, and as his madness deepens he
even comes to believe he has been granted the power
to raise the dead (in truth, nothing more than the
transformation of his victimsinto more undead like
himself). The vampire’s wickedness has grown
strong enough to attract the attention of the local
domain lord (who notices Cyran virtually ruling over
asmall town). The heroes are therefore hired by the
lord to investigate and “debunk” Cyran’srapidly
growing religious movement. Assuming the heroes
discover the horrifying truth behind Cyran’'s
movement, they must somehow escape with the
information or try and break his cult-like hold on the
populace, now maintained by religious devotion and
pandemic use of his charm gaze. Those who attack
Cyran directly may find him a deadly dangerous foe;
given his new gifts. . .

103



BOOK OF SECRETS: RAVENLOFT DENIZENS

ELENI OF TOYALIS

The Heir-Apparent of Hazlan

by Steve Miller
ergothian@aol.com

BIOGRAPHY

Ithough charming and intelligent, Eleni of
Toyalisisevil to the core. She willingly
serves one of the most evil spellcastersin
the Demiplane of Dread, helping him
toward agoal that she hopeswill lead to
the genocide of an entire people.

Eleni of Toyalis

Apprenticeto Hazlik the Red Wizard
6th-level Human Invoker, Neutral Evil

Armor Class 10 Str 10
M ovement 12 Dex 13
Level/Hit Dice 6 Conl2

Hit Points 19 Int 18
THACO 19 Wis 14
No. of Attacks 1 Chails
Damage/Attack By weapon or spell
Special Attacks Spells (5/3/3)

Special Defenses Stoneskin, cast at 12th level
(protects from 8 attacks)

Magic Resistance Nil

Appearance

Eleni is an exotic beauty, with hawkish facial features.
She standsjust over 5" in height and has the dusky skin
and dark eyes of all Rashemi, the racial and ethnic group
to which she belongs. However, her head is shaven and
covered with elaborate tattoos that flow from her scalp
and onto her shoulders and chest. Typically, such fashion
isreserved only for Mulans, the dominant ethnic group in
Hazlan, and Rashemi and Mulans alike are often
scandalized when they first meet her. More disturbing to
many, many of her tattoos resemble magical sigils, but no
one has been able to discern what their significanceis.

Background
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Eleni was born to laborersin Toyalis. She spent her
childhood dreaming of alife where she and other
Rashemi didn’t have to bow and scrape for the effete,
tattooed Mulans. Shortly before her sixteenth birthday,
after she watched her father be forced to wash the mud
from a Mulan woman’s boots with his finest shirt, she
decided she would bow no longer. She went into the
street and resolved that she would make any Mulan she
met step aside from her path rather than she stepping
aside from his. If she was attacked by one of the
oppressors, she would die fighting him.

The first Mulan she encountered was Lord Hazlan,
the supreme master of her homeland. Still, the rebellious
teen kept her resolve. Rather than ordering her slain,
Hazlan struck up a conversation with her. Within ten
minutes, he invited her to travel with him to the village
Ramulai, where he would subject her 